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Red Lips, Fingertips 


Author's Notes: 
For anyone who enjoys a good Dave misadventure. | was inspired, of course, by my muse Dave, and by the 
Warren Zevon song (also album) title "Excitable Boy," which is about a very, very bad boy, far worse than 


Dave. 


Two hours after the gig, the high of performing was undiminished. And tonight's gig was exceptionally good. The 
audience had been fierce, loud, almost violently so. It had been just like old times for the band Arthritic hands 


and sore backs were temporarily numbed by adrenaline. 


Back at the hotel bar that night, everyone was lighthearted, everyone was tipsy. As usual, alcohol wasn't 
enough to dull the nerves in the aftermath of the show. 


Dave ran his finger through the condensation on his beer glass and surveyed the room for attractive women. 
He was a grown man; a married man, in fact. But when he was on the road, unattended, he observed things 
through the eyes of a single man. A traveler of the world, a rolling stone, thousands of miles from home, 


Dave felt so far away from everyday concerns that he might as well have been on Mars. 


A deep yet kind voice spoke from beside him. "l'm gonna hit the loo and call it a night, mate. I'm beat" It was 


Adrian, Dave's bandmate. 
"Oh yeah? So early?" 


"We've got to be at the airport by noon tomorrow," Adrian reminded him. "If you knew what was good for you, 


you'd turn in too, old man" 
"| will. Just gonna have one more drink," Dave said, ignoring Adrian's sensible suggestion. 
"Suit yourself. ‘Night then" Adrian tossed out a half-formed salute and turned toward the restrooms. 


A sudden recollection hit Dave like a playful slap. On the ride back to the hotel from the venue earlier he had 
spotted a seedy-looking yet intriguing establishment tucked into the rear of a darkened parking lot. Most vividly 
he recalled the seductive swoop of neon pink letters flashing and flickering in the night: "Babes Mens Club." As 
far as Dave could recall, the name was missing at least one apostrophe, but so what? The fact that they had 
Babes there was all he needed to know. 


Once the idea of strippers was on Dave's mind, it was hard for him to focus on anything else. Bedtime could 


wait. 


With the quickness of someone much more sober, he plucked his cell phone from his jeans pocket and tapped 
open the Uber app. Four minutes later, he was outside the hotel and ducking into the backseat of a black Honda 
Civic being driven by a man named Vebby. 


The strip club looked somehow foreboding and yet inviting at the same time. Dave strode through the red 
velvet-decked doorway with confidence, his wallet full of cash, his heart full of lust. It was like walking into a 
sultry rain forest, the air humid with perfume, sweat, and desperation. The jangly funk music thumping against 
his eardrums was certainly not to his taste, but somehow the rhythm served as a flame to his body and he 
felt his pulse start to quicken. 


No stranger to gentlemen's clubs, Dave followed the instincts and strategies he'd gleaned from decades of 
experience. Whether in dives or upscale "exotic" nightclubs, he'd aim for a seat not too near the stage (weirdo, 


degenerate), but also not too far away (loser, deadbeat). 
First things first, he thought, and summoned a waitress. 


Once Dave had planted his backside in a seat and poured half a Johnnie Walker on ice down his gullet, he 
started to get excited The alcohol made him feel warm, self-assured, free. There were four girls dancing 
nearby, two on the stage and two on the floor. Dave's eyes quickly located the prettiest one, a beguiling blonde 
in a reflective black g-string, startlingly high platform heels, and nothing else. With her burgundy lips and 
teased up hair, Dave felt welcomingly like he was back in 1981. Following his testosterone-driven impulses, he let 


his eyes fall to the roundness of her bouncing boobs. 


Getting a good honest look at bared tits was a pleasure that never grew old. Especially big ones, Dave thought, 
giggling quietly to himself. His weakness was for the jiggle of weighty, natural breasts. That subtle yet 
irresistible wobble of flesh that made blood rush to his cock 


He sipped his whisky and let the warmth slip down his throat. 


As if on a predetermined course, the blond dancer moved slowly towards Dave, twisting and swaying as she 
crossed the floor. She looked a little tipsy, Dave thought, maybe even doped out, and very young. Wishing he 
had a bump of coke himself, he let his legs fall a little wider apart and patted his shirt pocket to make sure 
his cash was ready. He felt an uncomfortable twinge of shyness when his eyes met hers, but he quickly 
recovered, reminding himself why he loved strip clubs so much. The dancers weren't fans. When he was 
enjoying a strip tease it was like he was dipping his toes into a parallel universe, one where he wasn't a rock 
star, he was just a regular red-blooded man sitting in the shadows with a hard-on. But there was one 
distinction When he got freebies and extra attention from the dancers, which he always did, he believed it was 
simply because his face pleased them. They were sexy girls and they were horny for him; not for Dave from 


Iron Maiden, just Dave from Hackney, London. 


"Hi, honey," she said with a cute hint of Texas drawl. She was close enough that Dave could've reached out and 


touched her. But he knew better. 


"Hi, luv," Dave replied, aiming to let her know he was a serious customer. "You look very pretty tonight. Very 


sexy.” 
Sexy, not pretty. She wasn't his wife. 


"Aw, well, thanks, hon" She swiveled around again, giving Dave a superb view of the spot where her g-string 


receded into the crease of her picture-perfect ass cheeks. "I love your accent. Are you English?" 


Dave was a naturalized American citizen and hadn't lived in the UK in decades, but he didn't want to spoil it for 


her. "Yeah, that's right." 
"Wow," she gasped. "Visiting our little club all the way from England. Did you drive here?" 


"Uh-huh." Dave was preoccupied, gawking at the tiny sliver of black material stretched tight over her pussy. 


"Drove here on a bus." 
He laughed at her astonished face. 
"Would'ya like a private dance?" she offered. 


Dave's eyes lit up. "Yeah," he replied bluntly, directing his words to the vicinity of her nipples. 


‘Its twenty-five dollars a song." 

Dave already had the bills folded and tucked into his palm. "May |..2" he asked, gesturing toward her g-string. 
"Sure, honey." 

His cock swelled inside his jeans when he felt her smooth skin brush against his fingers. 

"What's your name, luv?" he asked. 

"Cherry" 


Well that was interesting, Dave thought, because her nipples looked like two tiny cherries, hardening and 
darkening into rosy red buds right in front of his lustful eyes. He wanted to pinch them. 


"Want me to dance for you here, or." She tossed a look toward a curtain-covered door to the right of the 


stage. "in the VIP room?" 

Dave raised his eyebrows appreciatively. "The VIP room, then 

‘Its a hundred for half an hour." 

“Sounds good." 

Cherry presented Dave with her outstretched hand. He ran his fingertips up her palm and encircled her 
narrow wrist with his hand. She tugged at him and he rose, first grabbing his drink and then following her 
closely across the club and through the rustling panel of golden satin at the entrance to the VIP room. 

There was a long cushioned bench along the far wall and Dave sunk down into it, the only customer in the 
room. VIP, indeed. Cherry had turned so that her backside was facing him, her legs bumping against the inside 
of his thighs. She raised her arms over her head and Dave admired the lovely way her ribs stood out in rows 


along her sides. When she turned back towards him, he saw the faintest patch of stubble in the oval hollow of 
her armpit and felt his cock throb. 


"Is there anything else you'd like?" Cherry asked, turning towards him and placing her hands on the wall behind 
his shoulders. 


Dave was suddenly aware of the delicate floral scent of her body. He shrugged, feeling bashful again 


"I think | know what you want tonight, baby." Cherry slid a well-practiced hand down Dave's crotch and 
breathed into his ear. "| know you need it bad. | can feel it" 


Dave groaned, his cheeks flushing with pleasure. It was true, his cock was getting harder with each quickening 


thump of his heart. 

"You've got a real nice chubby going here, daddy." 

"Thanks," Dave replied, suppressing the urge to wink at her. 

This girl is a pro, he thought and reached again for his wad of money. 


To be continued... 


Love Him For the Money 


Author's Notes: 
Inspired by the sorts of hazards | imagine might befall sex addicts, and UFO's Cherry. "Gotta give you love oh 


Cherry..Dance for me there's only you." 


Cherry was an eager and willing hostess. Her bent knee was propped on the bench between Dave's legs. As she 


spoke, it slid forward and gently nudged him in the balls. "What else can | do to make you feel good, daddy?" 


"Um." Dave began, his cock swelling with happiness. His eyes darted around the dim room, looking for unwanted 


onlookers or staff. "Where can | touch you?" 

"All over, honey," Cherry said, straddling him, one knee on either side of his lap. She brought her finger 
gradually towards the tip of Dave's nose, making him go cross-eyed for one brief moment. "Just don't squeeze 
my nipples." 

"Can | lick them?" 


"Mm-hm," she replied, pushing her tits towards his face. 


Dave tilted his head to the side and parted his lips over the erect nub of her nipple. A chemical taste washed 
across his tongue and he flinched. 


"Sorry, baby, | always put hair gel on them, to make them nice and shiny.’ 


It would take more than a little hair product residue to deter Dave. He sucked her nipple deeper into his 


mouth, nestling his face into the silky soft flesh of her tit until he could barely breathe. 


A bass-heavy mix of You Give Love a Bad Name by Bon Jovi started to play. Dave could feel it pounding in his 


chest. It wasn't one of his favorite songs by any means, but he felt a pleasurable shiver race down his spine. 
"Mmmp," he snorted into Cherry's boob flesh. 
"That's a good boy. Suck it," she giggled. "What's your name, honey?" 


"Dvvvfff," Dave mumbled, his smiling mouth stuffed full of pillowy soft tit. She must be hot for him, he 


thought, munching and suckling away contentedly. Most strippers don't ask their customers’ names. 


Despite her warning not to squeeze her nipples, he drew one of them between his teeth and bit down gently on 


it. 


"Oh yeah, daddy," Cherry moaned. "Make it feel good" 


Dave had to let her breast slip from his mouth to catch his breath. He grabbed her hips and pulled her 


tighter onto his lap. "You're very sexy, luv. Mmm. You're really turning me on" 
"| know," she said, giggling, bouncing. "| can feel it" 


Unfazed by having his compromised condition laughed at, Dave shuddered in anticipation. A familiar pressure 
was building deep in his balls. After a successful gig the only thing that would completely relieve it was an 
orgasm. Cherry was rubbing her g-string-covered pussy against the hard bulge of his cock, grinding herself 
against his erection through his jeans. Just doing her job?, Dave guessed. But instinctively he felt that she was 


as aroused as he was. He briefly wondered if her pussy ever got sore having to rub on so many zippers. 

"You made my nipples hard," Cherry said, peering down at her chest. "You like being naughty, don't you, daddy?" 
"Uh-huh," Dave readily admitted. "Oh, fuck, that feels good, luv. Keep going." And then, summoning a rock star 
bravado that he occasionally tapped into, he made a bold request. "Actually. can you suck me off? Is that, um, 
something you'd do?" 


More slightly nutty giggling ensued. "Of course. How do you think we make any money around here?" 


Dave chuckled in response but didn't ask the price. There was no need. In the event that he couldn't get a 
blowjob for free anywhere in the world, whatever the cost might be, he could afford it. 


"Well, get that nice fat cock out, baby," Cherry instructed him. 


While Dave fumbled with his zipper, Cherry started dancing again, wobbling around on her platform heels, her 
heavy boobs jiggling like two creamy domes of custard. The delicious sight made Dave's cock throb so bad it 


made him wince. 


Suddenly he couldn't wait even a minute longer to feel a hot mouth on his dick Making sure she was watching, 


he slowly undid his jeans and pulled the fly open 
"No underwear," Cherry observed. "Mm, daddy, | like it" 


Spreading his legs wide, Dave reached down and gave his cock a firm tug. It was rock hard, and he ached for 


Cherry to suck it. Even in the dim light, he could see a tiny drop of wetness glistening at the tip. 


"Come here, luv," he said, patting his thigh as if he were enticing a cat to jump on his lap. Once she saw how 
hard and juicy his cock was for her, Dave thought, she'd be so hot to eat it up, she wouldn't be able to get 
her lips around it fast enough. 


"Its gonna be one-fifty,” Cherry said simply, squatting down to meet his eyes. 


"Oh, yes, of course," Dave agreed, slightly disoriented but reaching for his wallet. He pulled out two hundred- 
dollar bills and handed them over. "Keep the change." 


‘Mmm, thanks, daddy." 


When Cherry finally wrapped her hand around Dave's cock, he smiled with satisfaction as a glob of fresh 
precum smeared across her palm. He couldn't help but let out a small moan but it was lost in the loud music. 


She gave him a few slow pumps and then blew a long hot breath of moist air onto the head of his cock. 


"Oh, yeah," Dave groaned. "Open that sexy mouth and suck my dick." He said it so quietly he wasn't sure she'd 
heard him, but just to speak the words turned him on. "Take the whole thing, yeah..." 


To Dave's surprise, Cherry most impressively did take the entire length, relaxing her throat and gobbling down 
his thick shaft until her nose was buried in his pubic hair. With a tingling rush that made his own nipples 
tighten, Dave shuddered and gasped. It felt so good to fuck her throat, so intense. Panting and pumping his hips 
along with each slurp of her dripping mouth, he already felt the pull of an orgasm starting in the pit of his 


stomach. 

"Oh, fuck, that's it, urgghh, god, you're gonna make me come." 

The muscles in Cherry's throat were massaging the head of his cock, so swollen and sensitive by now he 
almost couldn't take it. Dave felt his body starting to tense up, his insides quivering, his balls boiling as cum 
started to push its way to the base of his cock. 

"Uhhh," Dave grunted, lost in ecstasy. "Uh, yeah, fuck, I'm gonna come, uhhhh..” 

He didn't hear her choking. 

The sudden sensation of teeth crushing his shaft shattered the bliss like a bullet. He cried out like an animal as 
hot pain seared through his groin and up into his guts. Pushing her off, he clutched his hands around his 


pulverized dick and fell forward onto his knees. 


The pedestal of an inconveniently placed cocktail table crashed into his shoulder, making him howl again. "Ahhhh, 
shit!" 


"Fuck-" Cherry began, but was cut off.. 
The edge of the table hit the floor with a loud crack, its glass top exploding into hundreds of pieces. Still 


cupping his hands around his injured penis, Dave unwittingly rolled into the pile of broken glass. Nauseous, in 
agony, he whimpered quietly to himself and rolled in the opposite direction. 


Once recovered sufficiently to sit up, Dave grimaced at the lingering pain and shook a few silvery shards of 
glass out of his hair as he attempted to stand. 


"What seems to be the trouble in here?" A behemoth-sized man in a cowboy hat stood in the doorway, nearly 


blocking it entirely. 


Dave's sneaker-clad foot slipped in the broken glass and he fell backward into a puddle of watered-down 


whiskey. 
"Sir," the large man boomed. "Sir! You'll have to leave. Come with me." 


"Who the fuck are you?" Dave unwisely questioned, distracted by the fact that his now limp dick was stil 
hanging out of his jeans. Cringing at the pain and embarrassment, he stuffed it back in. 


"That's none of your concern. We don't tolerate drunkenness here at Babes, or the destruction of private 


property. Now come with me." 
"That's alright, mate. I'm on my way out." 
‘lm not your mate, buddy," the bouncer said, holding the curtain aside for Dave. 


Dave mustered only a look of bewilderment for the expressionless Cherry as he exited the room. He thought 
he saw a tear on her cheek, but that might've been a side effect of having gagged on his cock. A stricter man 
would've demanded his two hundred dollars back, but he didn't have the heart. Plus he was suffering from a 
sudden exhaustion-not to mention the suffering between his legs. Was it possible he was getting too old for 
these sorts of debauched late-night antics? 


His shoulders hunched sheepishly, Dave zigzagged through the tables of customers, barely glancing at the 
half-naked dancers still hard at work. There was a basket of Tootsie Rolls on the far end of bar and he 
snatched a handful on his way out. 


A yellow cab was idling in the parking lot, as if it had been waiting for him. He nodded to the driver, gave him 
the name of his hotel and slid gingerly into the backseat. Once the driver's attention was turned to the road, 
Dave furtively unzipped his jeans and with the carefulness of a surgeon extracted his sore dick. It was as 


plump and pink as an uncooked sausage. 


He was relieved to discover that his iPhone had survived the commotion and was still wedged safely in his 


pocket. By the light of the home screen, Dave inspected himself for damage. 


"fuck me," Dave cursed under his breath. Then he saw red. Dark red. On his dick. He could only manage a 


strangled cry. "Wha-?" 


Revolted, he brushed over it with a tentative finger and saw the red smear and vanish. Lipstick Only lipstick. He 


sighed, but the relief was short-lived. 


There was no blood, thank Christ. But indeed, a small ridge of toothmarks had been carved into his tender cock 
meat like a perverse engraving. It was too raw-looking to dare touching directly, but a sense of dreadful 
concern for his most precious appendage prevented him from looking away. Gently, Dave touched and patted 


himself in extreme unease, wondering how long the healing process might be. 


As the cab pulled into the horseshoe driveway of the posh hotel, Dave cheerlessly unwrapped a Tootsie Roll 
and pushed it into his mouth. Usually a happy-go-lucky sort of guy, he now admitted to himself that he felt 
neither happy nor lucky. In fact, a vague resentment was simmering. He was out over three hundred bucks 
total, he hadn't gotten to come, and his cock had been nearly chomped off by a boozed-up stripper who was 
probably younger than his own daughter. 


Better to not even look at the time, a thoroughly defeated Dave thought once inside his hotel room. He didn't 


want to know how many hours of sleep he'd already missed. 


After holding a cool washcloth against his crotch for a few minutes, he brushed his teeth and collapsed into 
bed. Improbable though it seemed, despite the smarting wound on his cock, he still felt horny. 


To be continued. 


Personal Injury 


A fuck lot of good the rock star advantage had done for him tonight, Dave thought bitterly as he lay in bed, 
cradling his injured penis in his hand. A backwoods stripper had gotten him all worked up and then chomped 
down on his cock like a rabid horse devouring a carrot. He ought to submit a Yelp review-the outrage! 


"Uhhh," Dave moaned, rolling over onto his back. 


Not only was his dick still sore, but so were his balls. He reached down to caress them. Tender to the touch, 
they felt heavy and full. Squeezing them gently, he arched his back and tugged on them a little. A tingling 
warmth spread throughout his body the more he fondled them. He could feel his cock starting to swell under 
the sheet, but fear of triggering the pain kept him from touching it. After a few minutes, he began to wonder 
if he could get off simply from rubbing his balls. In the past, he'd been able to come from girls sucking on his 
balls, so maybe he could manage it by himself. His cock had responded to the pleasure by growing rock hard, 
despite its injury. Blood pulsed into it along to the beat of his heart, each throb bringing a small twinge of pain, 


which Dave found unnerving yet not entirely unpleasant. 


It might've been four in the morning by now, and Dave's nighttime hours were becoming less and less peaceful 


with each passing minute. 


Who was there to comfort him? His friend, his helper-his cellphone. Almost as if in a trance, he rolled out of 
bed and stumbled across the floor to the clothes he'd left in a heap earlier. On his hands and knees in the 
darkness, he located his iPhone by feel, buried underneath his dirty socks. He hit the home button twice and a 


welcoming glow lit up his face. 


Unconcerned about the dwindling battery life, Dave scurried back under the covers with his phone and opened 
a browser. PornHub was still open, immediately tempting his eyes with video thumbnails in which were visible 
massive tits, small tits, and bald pussies spread open and dripping with all kinds of bodily fluids. A boy's dream, 
right there on the five-inch screen. If only he'd had such a device when he was fifteen, he thought wistfully. 
He never would've learned how to play the guitar because he'd have been too busy wanking himself into a 


stupor day and night. 


Chuckling softly to himself, he tapped the back button and briskly scrolled through the selections that had 
been of interest to him almost twenty-four hours ago. Dave recalled without shame the unavoidable situation 
that had arisen that morning when he'd awakened from a dream with his cock so hard that he couldn't even 
take a piss. A few moments of brisk wanking had readily solved that problem, assisted by Little Blonde Gets 5- 
Gallon Creampie Filling 


Now, on to something new.. 


Dave propped up his phone on a pillow and got comfortable, letting his fingers comb idly through the hair on 
his belly while he perused different video previews. 


Dirty Slut Wants Facial. Sounded promising. 


Dave's right hand traveled down, to explore the furry tuft of hair at the base of his cock, and then further, 


to fondle his balls again. The video started with a vigorous blowjob, a huge ruddy-looking circumcised cock 


stretching the lips of a girl who did in fact look like a dirty slut. 


Tentatively, Dave wrapped his hand around the base of his hard cock and gave it a slow upward stroke. "Ow," 
he whimpered, accidentally bumping into the sore spot. 


He loosened his grip and tried again. Slowly. 
"Ow" Dave sucked in a sharp breath through his teeth and paused the video. "Fuck" 
Would he laugh about this tomorrow?, he doubted. 


Reluctant to examine himself again but with his exasperation growing, Dave hunched over and peered face-to- 
face at his dick. He gently pulled his foreskin all the way back and sighed with relief as his smooth, pink, 
entirely undamaged cockhead came into view. It looked perfect, actually, just as tender and glossy as it had 
been when he was a teenager. He ran his thumb up and down the little slit at the tip, through the slippery 
ooze that was leaking out, wishing it was a sexy girl kissing and licking him there. Aww, you poor baby, the girl 


would murmur lovingly to him. You've got a boo-boo on your dick.” Let me kiss it and make it better. 
Then her wet tongue would taste him, caressing his sensitive, swollen flesh- 
He stroked his dick again, momentarily forgetting his predicament and nudging the small sore spot. "Ow." 


Dave had a long, nearly untarnished history of being the master of his own fate when it came to sex and 
getting off. So an extreme sense of befuddlement overcame him when he realized that he couldn't seem to 
figure out how to blow his wad without enflaming his decimated dick. 


But dammit, nothing could stop him from enjoying some more porn, at the very least, he thought, and tapped 
the play button on his phone's ever-ready screen. The giant cock in the video resumed its attack on the girl's 


mouth, a rope of spit forming on her chin as she choked it down. 


Watching porn in his room without jerking off was a new experience for Dave. Using extreme restraint to avoid 
aggravating his mutilated manhood, he sat nearly motionless through another video, and then another, feeling 
an exquisite tension build throughout his body while his untouched cock grew harder and harder. Hypnotized, 
nearly panting, Dave watched video after video, the mounting pressure in his balls making him sweat and 


squirm until he was ready to start climbing the walls. 


As the fifth video drew to a crescendo, the inevitable closeup of a pornstar cock pumping a thick load of cum 


over a chick's gleeful face made Dave groan in misery. His own engorged cock felt like it might explode any 


second. To soothe it, he brushed his fingertips up the shaft as lightly as he could. It felt so good. He glanced 
down when he felt the touch of something wet on his belly. A string of clear, slimy fluid had dripped down like 
honey from the tip of his cock. 


There was a level of satisfaction from seeing the healthy amount precum his cock was still capable of leaking. 
Not bad for a man his age, Dave thought with pride. Just seeing it made his balls tingle. He pinched his nipple 

out of sheer desperation, something he rarely did, and grunted in frustration when he felt the pleasure shoot 
down his chest and straight into his dick He watched as his cock twitched, yet another juicy bead of precum 

oozing out from the tip. 


"Fuck it," Dave said out loud He didn't want to be awake all night. Not coming wasn't a scenario he was willing 
to entertain. 


All alone in his well-insulated hotel room, with nobody to overhear or see him, Dave felt perversely free to do 


whatever he fancied. 


He grabbed a pillow and positioned it beside him on the bed. It felt pleasantly cool to the touch. Rolling over 
onto it, he pressed his cock down into the plushy white softness, feeling the pillow conform to his body. For 


even extra cushioning, he folded the pillow in half around his raw, aching dick. 
"Ahhh," he breathed in relief. 


Hesitantly, he began to rock his hips, thrusting his hard cock into the downy center of the pillow. Slowly at 
first, but then steadily faster, imagining it was some hot chick's pussy that he was giving a proper seeing to. 
Dave let his body weight press down on the pillow, his engorged cock packed securely inside as he humped. He 


spread his legs wider, already feeling an orgasm coming on 


The iPhone was still playing an endless stream of porn, its tiny speakers emitting delectable sounds of sex into 


the room. 
"Ohhh," Dave moaned, relishing the sensation It felt so comforting and soft. 
But then he stopped. He wasn't above blasting his cum into a hotel pillow, but he craved more friction 


Instinct told him that it would be okay to try to touch his dick again, that somehow it would bring no pain this 


time simply because he was so close to coming that a mere tap might trigger it. 


Releasing the pillow from underneath his body, he flipped over and laid flat on his back, his rigid cock jutting up 
into the air. Gently, he placed two fingers under the head and began to rub in a small circle. Waves of pleasure 
coursed through his body immediately. He let himself moan loudly. Intuitively, as if through some distant 
memory, he stroked himself just under the head of his cock, his thumb curled around the top, his fingers 


massaging the sensitive underside. Wherever the damage was, it was beyond his touch. 


"Oh, uh, ohhhh, god," Dave whimpered through clenched teeth, his breathing erratic. 


He glanced down to see his long-suffering cock straining in his gentle grasp, twitching and pulsing and trying to 
make itself come. His balls were pulled up tight against his body, as tight and full as they had ever been He 
was merciless now, keeping his fingers moving on that sensitive spot until he couldn't take it any longer. 
Throwing his head back into the pillow, Dave groaned as the intense pleasure surged through him like an 
electric current. He held his breath and watched the first jet of cum rush out of the tip of his cock and 
splash across his tummy. Then the next wave hit him and his body started to jolt, each spasm of pleasure 
sending out a spurt of hot cum until a gooey white puddle formed above his bellybutton. 


He moaned as his cock pushed out one last blob. The relief was tangible. 


Dave shivered when the pool of cum began to break free of his belly hair and slide precariously down his flank, 
realizing for the twenty-thousandth time that he'd forgotten to get a tissue first. King-sized beds were 
marvelous things though, and he simply wormed his way onto the pristine, unused half of the bed before 


rolling over and smearing his still-warm goo across the crisp white sheet like butter on toast. 


Meanwhile, Dave's side of the bed remained dry and cozy. Post-orgasm chemicals had flooded his system, 
tranquilizing him so that he could barely keep his eyes open. After switching off the light, he grabbed the 
same pillow he'd just used to pleasure himself, tucked it under his head, and seconds later fell into a blissful 


asleep. 


To be continued. 


A Sinking Feeling 


Author's Notes: 
And now Dave takes his naughty behavior from one city to another. 


The next morning, Dave stood peeing at the toilet and noticed a dime-sized purple bruise on the side his cock. 
He nudged the painful blotch with his fingertip and winced. The bite marks were there, too, having faded 
slightly overnight into a small pinkish crescent. 


Who's responsible for this’, he thought with bewildered outrage. 


Gradually the shameful memory came back to him. Dave himself was responsible. He'd had too much to drink, 
gone to a strip club alone, had his dick nearly bitten off, fell victim to a swindle, gotten thrown out of the joint, 
and then scampered back to his hotel to watch porn 


Although, let it be noted, Dave did not have sex with anyone. His wife ought to be quite proud of him, he 
thought. Also to his credit, he hadn't even flirted with any women recently—admittedly a lifelong habit that had 
gotten him into hot water more times than he could count. No, all he did last night was attempt to utilize the 


services of a professional entertainer. An attempt that was likewise unsuccessful. 


And today was a travel day. Next stop: Los Angeles. California. Sunshine and smiles, blond hair, big boobs. Dave 
had always enjoyed great success with Californian girls, and had in fact married one. It was a destination 


populated by an unheard-of number of beautiful, glamorous women who wanted him. 


But first it was on to another chartered airplane, another impeccable hotel room-and, Dave thought as he 
perched naked on the edge of the bed to eat his breakfast-another room-service tray of fattening yet 


delicious food. 


Two fluffy, buttery croissants awaited him under a silver dome along with a miniature pot of raspberry jam. 
The first bite made Dave's mouth water and he felt nearly overcome with delight. "Well, then," he mumbled to 


himself, smiling around a mouthful of doughy goodness. 
He was living like a king. 
But even kings got bored. 


Out of habit, Dave snatched his iPhone off the bedside table. He began to scroll aimlessly through what 
seemed like hundreds of pornographic thumbnail images, feeling nagged by a vague unfinished-business 
sensation. Certain words caught his eye. Amateur Lesbian Fingers Tight Pussy. Oh yes, should probably see what 
that's about, he thought, and clicked on the small square. 


Croissant crumbs fell like snowflakes across Dave's lap as he ate with one hand and clutched his phone with 
the other. Just when the pussy-fingering was getting really hot, just as his cock was beginning to tingle and 
puff up in anticipation, a grey bubble popped up on the screen and blocked his view. It was a group text 
message from the tour manager: "Rise and shine, lads. ETD, Il:15" 


Darn With only thirty minutes to finish eating, shower, re-stuff his belongings into a knapsack and get 
downstairs, Dave reluctantly shut off his phone and shooed it away to the other side of the bed. 


* * * 


The flight time to LA was only three hours, but the small private plane was without entertainment amenities 
and Dave had failed to bring reading material. After skimming through a few unsettling current affairs stories 
on his phone's MSNBC app, Dave felt an ache in his groin and sighed. He glanced nervously over his shoulder 
before opening Google. 


Bite mark and bruise on penis, he typed quickly, aided by autocorrect. 


The search results were discouraging. Nothing but senseless admonishments from a bunch of pathetic 


message board commenters and the unhelpful advice of phony medical professionals. 


Dave's wife would be coming to join the tour in just three days. He prayed for a miracle to heal his dick 
before then. And then he prayed harder. If he tried to hide it from her she would wonder why he, of all 
people, was avoiding love making. Having sex but keeping the lights off would make her suspicious, too. Because 


he knew that she knew damn well that he preferred, and was accustomed to, lights-on sex. 


He wondered if he'd even be able to have sex at all. Dave loved pussy, lived for it, but at the moment, the 


thought of his sore cock being squashed and constricted inside one made him tremble with apprehension 


Would it accelerate the healing process to let his cock get some rest? Maybe he should use an ice pack. Or a 
heating pad. Dave started Googling again. If it was like any other injury, he realized, the best way to speed up 


healing was to increase blood flow. He didn't need to inquire any further. His dick needed oxygen and nutrients. 


Imaging what it might be like to lay a warm, heavy heating pad over his cock and balls made Dave feel weird. 
Would his cock be damaged somehow, by the artificial heat? Or would it be a soothing balm to all his delicate 
nerve endings? The knowledge that his penis was not a hundred percent all right was distressing in the worst 
way. He started to fidget in his seat. He cranked up the airflow from his overhead nozzle and tried to meditate 
by staring out the window at the brownish desert land below, but it was no use. 


The sensation was similar to the jittery craving for a cigarette, but worse. He wanted a rush, instant 
gratification. Smoking was prohibited on the plane, so Dave would have to get his dopamine fix some other way. 


He fussed with his phone a while longer until the inevitable PornHub surfaced yet again 


The site knew him better than he knew himself. It almost seemed to anticipate his moods. 


Horny Step-Daughter Spanked and Fucked Judging from her tattoos and fake-looking tits, the so-called step- 
daughter was clearly no wide-eyed innocent. But no matter, her "step-daddy" was going to smack her sweet 
ass, and the video was thirty-five whole minutes long. 


Perfect, Dave thought and fished some earbuds out of his knapsack, looking forward to immersing himself in an 
epic tale of a horny step-daughter getting spanked and fucked. 


Before he could tap the play button, for some reason, at that moment Dave felt a phantom prickle on his left 
ring finger and automatically his thumb crossed his palm to touch the naked spot there. His stomach dropped 
at the sudden unavoidable fact.. his wedding band was gone. And had probably been gone for days. It was 
irrational but in his panic he began to search for the missing gold ring on the floor at his feet, in his pockets, 
and even on the ring finger of his other hand. 


His wife would kill him. But not before giving him an excruciating rundown of all the other wedding rings he'd 
lost over the years, in case he forgot. Five? Six? Dave had forgotten, actually. Playing the guitar with rings on 
his left hand was uncomfortable, and he played guitar every day, so what could he do? Rings were bound to 
disappear. What upset her the most, Dave sensed, wasn't to do with the ring itself, but about his carelessness, 


and his innate lack of regard for the sanctity of what the ring symbolized. 


Twiddling the empty space on his unadorned finger, staring at the vacant screen of his phone, Dave felt almost 
as lost as his wedding ring now was. Perhaps he should text his wife about having lost the ring, to temper the 
bad news somehow. 


In the background, his band mates were shouting and carrying on about the results of the latest soccer game, 
but all Dave cared about at the moment was finding out exactly how hard that horny step-daughter was going 
to get spanked and fucked. 

A sly smile formed on his lips. Maybe losing his ring wasn't such a terrible thing. It might distract his wife 
enough that the marks on his dick (faded by then, hopefully) would go conveniently unnoticed. He finally plugged 
in his earbuds and woke up his phone. 


Lovely, he thought, tapping the video to play. The step-daughter has pigtails and cute httle puffy npples.. 


To be continued. 


Running Hot 


Author's Notes: 
Please humor me but this is how | imagine Dave in his hotel room. Snacking, napping, daydreaming, texting, and 
some other ridiculous activities. Janick makes a brief appearance but | didn't tag him because he's not central 


to the story. 


Sprawled across a wide, white bed, Dave took in the sun-drenched view of Los Angeles outside his hotel room 
window. Without a trace of smog in the air, the sprawl of boulevards and freeways threading through the city 
stretched out all the way to the ocean The metropolis itself seemed almost as vast as an ocean, and to gaze 


at it was strangely calming. 


Someone, presumably the hotel staff, had left a small white plate on the side table, and on the plate were two 
chunky, nearly identical cookies. Dave grabbed the top one and took a bite, expecting chocolate chip but instead 
getting a mouthful of oatmeal and raisins. To detract from the mild disappointment, he reached for the TV 
remote and without much enthusiasm found an old episode of The Dog Whisperer. It was nothing more than 


background noise but the show's familiar tones acted as a lullaby to his ears and quickly put him to sleep. 


Dave's nap lasted thirty minutes and produced a pleasant, rosy-colored dream in which Dave was inside a hotel 
room much like the one he was currently inhabiting. But he was a young man again, cradling a white 
Stratocaster in his lap and aware of a benevolent yet somewhat uncontrollable presence right outside the door, 
in the hallway. He felt hungry in the dream, his tummy tight and trim, in need of a cheeseburger, but he 
couldn't leave the room, or unlock the door to admit any provisions from room service. To even peek through 
the peephole would be inviting mayhem. Out there, it had been discovered by some fans in which hotel the 
band was staying. Then, no doubt some industrious young lady had gone a step further, blown a front desk 
worker to obtain the exact floor and room numbers, and word had spread. To open the door would permit an 
avalanche of scantily clad female bodies to tumble across the threshold. It was almost too fantastic to believe. 
Maybe it was a music video being filmed for Iron Maiden. Every proper rock video needed a hoard of sexed-up, 


half-naked feral girls.. He crept soundlessly over to the door and turned the knob.. 


With a soft moan, Dave returned to consciousness, his eyelashes fluttering in the bright room. Having slept 
deeply, he felt restored, all hint of jet lag gone. The LA skyline had taken on a new perspective. Now, that 

glittering glow was calling to Dave, and suddenly he couldn't bear to just run down the clock until show time 
cooped up inside his room. He rolled across the bed, slipping himself out of the wide armholes of the fleecy 


bathrobe he'd been loosely draped in. 


Dave was approaching the bedside full-length mirror to inspect his cock when an electronic bleep from his 


iPhone notified him of an incoming text. And then another. Both from "IM." His wife. 


The first one was a vivid photograph of her wearing an azure blue one-piece bathing suit with a plunging 
neckline and high-cut legs. Dave double tapped the photo to enlarge it. The other text read: "Bought it today 
for this weekend. Like it?" 


Dave did like it. He liked it so much it made him a little weak in the knees. His wife had huge tits. Sitting back 
down on the bed, he admired the provocative shadow of her generous cleavage and tried to discern the two 
little bumps where the bathing suit stretched over her nipples. Unconsciously, Dave's hand fell to his crotch. 
Staring at the tight snippet of blue nylon-spandex covering his wife's twat, he started to slowly rub his cock. 
With thumb of his other hand, he tapped out a brief message: "v sexy!" 


A big Red Heart emoji floated up on the screen followed by a text: “Can't wait to see my favorite superstar 


guitar hero soon!" 


That made Dave smile, and he felt so suddenly overcome by horniness that he considered telling her that he 
was fondling himself over her bosomy photo. "Can't wait to see you Too luv," he typed slowly, savoring the 
rush as his cock thickened in his grasp. 


| have another surprise for you too," came her next text. 


"Oh?" Dave rashly envisioned everything from a rubber dildo to a new hairstyle, bad news, good news, a new 


six-figure balance on the credit card statement- 
"Yes, you naughty man" 


Good, so it was something sexual, Dave thought. Using his thumb, he started to type again: "Typing w my left 


hand. Your big sexy tits always make me hard" He erased "make me hard" and replaced it with “turn me on." 


An incoming Kissing Face emoji popped up on the screen, interrupting. Feeling self-conscious about his attempt 


at dirty talk, Dave deleted what he'd typed and replied instead with a Kissing Face plus Red Heart. 


Dave let the phone drop onto the bed and treated himself to a favorite recollection of his wife.. The first time 
he had made her come. 1983. It was their third real date and she was still playing hard to get. She wouldn't let 
him take her clothes off or even touch her tits, and it was driving him crazy. That day they had gone to visit 
an aquarium, eaten hot dogs, laughed over a fruity cocktail sipped from a coconut shell, and finally ended up on 
the bed in Dave's hotel room, fully clothed, kissing and groping like a couple of teenagers. "We're not having 
sex," she'd reminded him. "I know," he replied dutifully. But his persistent hand was searching under her dress, 
wedging between her thighs, rubbing and caressing. He could still remember the intense rush he'd felt when his 
hand closed over the crotch of her panties and the hot, velvet puss beneath. He could still feel the throbbing 
ache in his own cock. And see her angelic face-how she bit her lip, her eyes squeezed shut, an expression of 
mingled pleasure and anxiety-while he fingered her through her wet panties. She moaned his name. It was the 
sexiest, most beautiful thing he'd ever seen Somehow he got his finger halfway inside her, even through a 
layer of drenched satin Hotter than any groupie, he remembered thinking as he watched her twist and writhe 
under his touch. When she tightened up and called out, grabbing his wrist, Dave felt it, too. Untouched, he 


shuddered and came in his pants like a kid, at age twenty-six. Even today, he still suffered a light shiver to 
recall the handful of slimy cum he had to scrape out of his briefs afterwards. 


It was one of many real-life fantasies that still made him rock hard to recall. 


Out of habit, Dave started to stroke himself faster. It was a small movement, sliding his foreskin up and down 
over his pink cockhead, but it felt so good it made his toes curl. Propelled by a sudden urge to come fast and 


hard, he leaned his head back while his right hand went into autopilot. 
"Oh, yeah" he muttered to himself, "yeah, oh, uhhhhh..” 


His injury was the last thing on his mind, until his overeager hand somehow whacked right into it. A bolt of 
pain shot through his dick, so sharp it made him jump. 


"Ouch Fuck." 


Struck by a perverse need to monitor the healing process, he activated the front-facing camera on his phone 
without hesitation Before he could move it into position, the phone's screen began giving him a crisp realtime 
view, first a brief flash of his own disturbed face, then his chest, the hair on his belly, and finally the 


extraordinary terrain of the underside of his cock. 


Intrigued, Dave angled the camera upwards from beneath his balls. From down there, his cock looked as tall and 
mighty as a tree trunk. He snapped off a few photos for no reason other than it felt sexy to do so. 
Apparently, his hard dick liked being the star of its own photoshoot and throbbed with delight. Feeling 
increasingly horny and inspired, Dave brought the camera lens closer to the tip of his cock so that it could 
show him the smooth motion of his fingers pulling his foreskin up and down. He'd never seen such an intimate 
view of himself. Caught up in the spectacle, Dave momentarily forgot again why he was doing this. Until he 
spotted the bruise on his shaft and the imprint made by two or three small feminine teeth. 


"Goddamn it." Dave couldn't say for sure if it looked any different than it had that morning. The unfortunate 
sight deflated his erection faster than it had appeared. 


Another text message appeared on the screen of his iPhone. It was from his drinking partner, fellow lead 


guitarist and philanderer, Janick. "Fancy a wee booze-up by the pool, mate?" 


Swimming? Might be fun, but Dave doubted that cold pool water was the best medicine for his recuperating 
dick. Regardless, he mulled it over it while he ate another cookie-chocolate chip this time-and acted out a 
silent scene in front of the mirror. Pretending his wife's eyes were at crotch level, he walked back and forth, 
observing his still-plump cock from different angles and watching it bob gently from side to side. No evidence 


of injury was immediately visible. 


More details were forthcoming from Janick: "Scads of sexy birds down here. It's like a bikini advertisement. 


Teeny bikini." 


Tempted by the promise of eye candy, but with the wellbeing of his cock in mind, Dave texted back an inquiry: 
‘Ils there a hot tub?" 


"Yeah. But it's warm outside," Janick pointed out. "Why would you want to sit in a hot tub?" 


"For therapeutic purposes.’ Dave inched closer to the mirror. Imagining that his amorous wife was sitting there 
admiring his naked form was making his cock expand again. As his shaft grew fatter, the dreadful reddish 
teeth marks on the side started to shift into view. He sighed, discouraged. 


Janick texted again: "2? Only creeps use hot tubs 
"Hehehe 

"And only creeps say ‘hehehe.” 

Unfazed, Dave replied: “Ill be down in 5" 


Five minutes became twenty when he had to first rummage through his knapsack in order to find his wadded 
up swimsuit, and then make himself presentable. The health of his cock was of the utmost importance, but 


that didn't mean he couldn't also have some innocent fun. And there was always fun to be had. 


He combed his hair carefully and fluffed it up until it was just so. Taking into consideration a different sort of 
hair, he dug into his shaving kit and fished out a tiny pair of travel scissors. Twisting his neck downward, Dave 
held his soft cock safely to the side and gave his pubic hair a quick trim, letting the curly blond-grey scraps 
fall to the floor. Just a few discreet snips, not too much. Satisfied with the results, he swept the trimmings 
into a messy little pile using his hands and then flushed it down the toilet. 


Finally, Dave pulled on his favorite powder-blue Hawaiian Airlines t-shirt-always a hit with the ladies-and slid 


his feet into some flip flops before venturing downstairs, a pair of prescription lens sunglasses perched on top 


of his head. 


By the time Dave arrived poolside, Janick was nowhere to be seen Dave figured he'd most likely plucked one of 
the sexier girls right off her beach towel and hustled her upstairs, not to be heard from again until the next 


morning. 


Squinting against the late afternoon sun, Dave pulled his sunglasses down over his eyes and looked around. 
Janick had exaggerated slightly. The small pool area was populated not only by a handful of reasonably 
attractive young women but also a few men, a fashionable young family splashing around in the shallow end, 
and a middle-aged woman swimming laps. At the far end of the pool was an uninhabited square-shaped hot tub. 


Dave might've gotten a late start, but the day was still full of possibilities. No sooner had he rounded the deck 


and unfurled his white towel across a vacant lounge chair than a waiter approached him with an offer of a 


cold drink. Contemplating all the delights that might be in store for him that evening, Dave once again became 
alert to how lucky he was. Despite the couple of misfortunes that had befallen him over the past twenty-four 


hours, life was good. 


A warm gust rose up from the hot tub. As Dave placed his foot cautiously down on the first step, he moved 
to grab the handrail and saw "Jacuzzi" inscribed there. It struck him as sort of a sexy word, reminiscent of 


ITOs orgies and Playboy bunnies. 


But Dave wasn't here for an orgy. He was engulfing himself in heated water to rehabilitate his cock. With as 
much poise as possible, he lowered himself onto the underwater bench and extended his arms over the edge of 
the hot tub. His black bathing suit momentarily refused to sink, the baggy material ballooning up around his 


waist until a flow of water pulled it down. 


Dave felt slightly displaced, melting into the heat, the hum from the hot tub motor closing him off from the 


rest of the pool area. It was a strange feeling to be immersed in water and yet also be sweating. 


Another quick glance around proved that nobody was looking at him. Except for the attentive waiter, who was 
now approaching briskly with a bottle of Guinness Extra Stout and a frosted glass. "Here you go, sir. Enjoy 
your soak." 


"Thanks, mate." Dave told him what room number to charge and shrugged apologetically, unable to tip because 
he'd left his wallet upstairs. 


Braced by a few icy cold sips of beer, Dave relaxed into the swirling warmth and closed his eyes, inhaling the 
clean, almost antiseptic smell of the water. He immediately became aware of a pleasant aqueous sensation 
churning around his lower body. Strong, hot currents were rushing up and down his thighs and invading the leg 
hole of his swimsuit. He flinched a little when he felt a pleasant swoosh of water envelop his flaccid cock, 


levitating it as through some supernatural force. 


Ah, hydrotherapy, he thought, and nonchalantly reached down to widen the gap between his bathing suit and 
inner thigh. 


Dave smiled and scooted his bottom toward the edge of the bench, his legs spreading as his muscles and joints 
yielded to the soothing warmth. The hot tub jets were at once gentle and powerful, tickling and stimulating his 
flesh with a steady stream of bubbles. 


After a few minutes, an unexpected surge rose up from the depths and pushed its way inside Dave's swimsuit. 
It soon found a rhythm and started to lightly pummel his balls. Pat-pat-pat-pat-pat-pat-pat, the water jet 
toyed with him. Dave felt a sudden twinge of pleasure. "Ah," he gasped, his eyes opening wide. 


He chuckled to himself, embarrassed, although nobody could possibly know that he was receiving such an 
intimate underwater massage. Realizing this, Dave closed his eyes again and let the water have its way with 


him. He'd never felt anything quite like it before, a steady yet soft force thumping against the underside of his 


balls like a big, smooth, tireless tongue. Fuck, he thought. It was giving him a hard-on. 


Dave lost track of time, his fingers turning into prunes while the sun sank lower in the sky and he sank lower 
in the hot tub. Something comparable to the slowest, wettest, most tortuous testicle massage ever was going 
on under the water's surface. It could've lasted for hours, keeping him rock hard but without making him 


come. 


This was the best medicine for his cock, Dave thought assuredly, his chest rising and falling along with his 
quickened breaths. Maximum blood flow had been achieved and sustained. Let the healing begin 


Self-control was not Dave's strongest quality, but he relished the certainty that a massive orgasm would be in 
store for him at some point, having been aroused several times today already, and for so long. The idea of all 
that cum building up in his balls made him whimper out loud. 

He knew it was finally time to leave when he felt overcome by a sudden, intense need to reach inside his 
swimsuit and touch himself. Not to do anything indecent, he told himself. Just to soothe the throbbing in his 


cock. It was unbearable. 


Hoping his swimsuit would be baggy enough to conceal a rock-hard erection once he emerged, Dave shot a 


quick glance left and right. Potted palms. Deck chairs. 


He had only to travel a few short steps to retrieve his towel, just a second or two, and then he could wrap it 


strategically around his waist and make a hasty retreat to his room to relieve himself. 


He was already fantasizing about what kind of pornography he might like to watch for the occasion, when a 
high-pitched squeal erupted nearby. 


"Dave?!" 


To be continued. 


tll Be in My Room 


Author's Notes: 
Inspired by a great song about rock stars and groupies, the Scorpions’ "Rock You Like a Hurricane." The wolf is 


hungry, he runs the show. He's licking his lps, he's ready fo win On the hunt tonight for love at first sting 

For a split second, Dave thought a mouse or large insect must've startled someone, so hysterical was the 
screech that had just pierced the air. 

"Oh my god, it is youl" a female voice called out. 


Suddenly, a tan, smooth, wholesome-looking leg was dipping into the hot tub mere inches from Dave, lacquered 


toenails first. A bold move, he thought. But the intrusion went only as far as the top step. 
"Ohmigod." Another female voice. 


Not one but two girls. One tall, one short. One blonde, one brunette. Both with perfect bodies, rightfully being 
shown off in string bikinis. To Dave, the pair looked like actresses trying out for parts in a movie about 
beautiful girls going to a pool party. Their flushed, youthful faces made them look like teenagers, but their 


curvaceous bodies were those of full-grown women. They were just his type. 


Incongruous to the warm water still engulfing him, Dave felt momentarily frozen by surprise at these two 


sexy fans who had just caught him off guard. But then protocol kicked in 


"Hello, girls." He gave them a small yet friendly wave. Then he held a finger up to his smiling mouth in a quiet- 
down gesture. No need to call attention to themselves. 


Any second now, Dave thought, they were going to ask- 


"Can we take a picture?" the blond one asked in a throaty rasp. The brunette held her cellphone aloft and 
jiggled it back and forth, in case Dave wasn't sure what taking a picture entailed. 


From behind his dark sunglasses, Dave peered back and forth at their round tits, their flat tummies, the way 
their bikini bottoms fit so snugly against their dainty pussies. He would like to get a picture, too. A picture of 
them bending over naked. 


He couldn't hold it in He had to flirt. "/m the one who should be asking to take a picture with you two." 


"Oh! Ah-hal" Clutching at each other, the two girls gasped and yelped. "Oh, god!" 


A familiar excitement fluttered in Dave's belly. His cock, which had finally softened amid the commotion, was 


now swelling again at having made the girls swoon. 

Dave's brain had been turned into jello by the heat. As a result, his reasoning skills had evaporated along with 
the steam that rose from the simmering hot tub. With a tilt of his head, he nudged his sunglasses down his 
nose and peered unobstructed at the two bathing beauties who stood before him. Their breasts were 
uncommonly firm, their nipples hard. 

"Who wants to go first?" Dave asked, a twinkle in his eye. 

The girls looked at him ecstatically, their chests heaving. 

Something about nice round boobs made Dave feel weak, like a helpless baby. A fussy, hungry baby, almost on 
the verge of desperate blubbering from the simple desire to bury his face deep in those comforting, plump 


globes. And then, to locate by touch a sweet, hard little nubbin and close his mouth around it.. 


He just couldn't resist. To refuse them would be unthinkable. It would be like walking by a platter of free 


donuts and not taking one. 

Or two. 

"Plenty of me to go around." Dave asserted before swilling down the last drops of his beer. 

"Herel" The brunette tossed her phone to her friend. "Me first." 

Enfeebled by his long soak, Dave extracted himself with some difficulty from the hot tub, a cascade of water 
whooshing down his body as he stood. He could feel the wet fabric of his bathing suit clinging to his semi-hard 
cock and wondered if the girls could see it. 

Well aware that any photos taken would almost certainly end up on social media, Dave snatched up his blue t- 
shirt and pulled it over his head. Not because he was embarrassed about his body, but because photos of his 


bare torso pressed against half-naked chicks could not be allowed to circulate on the internet. 


Dave posed first with the tall brunette. She told him her name was Margo and squeezed one of his love 
handles while the blonde took their photo. 


With the fearlessness that comes from having groped thousands of women without ever being shooed away, 
Dave slid his waterlogged hand across her bare waist and embraced her thoroughly, his arm circling around all 
the way until his hand touched the smooth skin of her belly. Soft as silk. 

"Say cheese" 


Then it was the blonde's turn. She switched places with Margo and eased up beside Dave. His arm transferred 


effortlessly from one slender body to the next. 
"Let's take a selfie," the blonde said It was a statement, not a question 


Before Dave could respond, he felt a sharp pinch on his bottom. She had goosed him, the little minx. It stung, 


but he took it as a compliment. 


"Okay." Dave wasn't sure exactly what he was agreeing to, but he was sure it would be worthwhile. "What's 


your name, luv?" he asked coyly, moving his face closer to hers as she extended her phone to arm's length. 
"Annabelle," she said assuredly. 


The first round of selfies was regarded as unsatisfactory by the girls, so the entire process was repeated. 
Residual hot tub water trickled down Dave's hairy legs, making a small puddle at his feet. 


He didn't mind if the girls made a nuisance of themselves, because, well, they were just so pretty. And he was 


horny. 
Suddenly the two friends exchanged a knowing look. Wordlessly, they seemed to develop a stratagem. 
"Could you sign something for us?" Annabelle asked. 


"Yeah, sure." Dave wondered what item they would want signed, and with what, considering they had nothing on 


them except sunglasses and cell phones. 
"IFs in our room, though." 


Dave had to think fast. He could never risk being seen going into a woman's hotel room. He'd learned that lesson 


the hard way in the 90s. 

"Well," he began, spurred on by reckless excitement. "Why don't you bring it to my room in a bit?" 
"Seriously?" Margo blinked in disbelief. 

‘Its room six fourteen,” he said, his voice lower than the quiet hum of the hot tub. 

"Yeah, okay, cooll When?" 

Dave shushed them again. "Don't follow me," he said gravely. "Wait at least ten minutes." 

"Alright" 


"And girls, wear exactly what you're wearing now. But do not bring your cell phones. If you bring them, | won't 


be able to let you in Do you understand?" Dave felt a little out of practice, but he had to let them know the 


policy. Even an innocent photo could be so easily used against him. But the wrong photo could ruin him. 
Margo and Annabelle nodded their heads solemnly, comprehending Dave's instructions. 
"Room six fourteen," he repeated before departing unceremoniously. 


On the way back to his room, an extra bounce in his step, Dave suddenly wondered if it was possible for a girl 
to smuggle an iPhone by stuffing it in her pussy. Doubtful. But the thought of them attempting it was almost 


as arousing as it was amusing. 


Now, standing in his hotel room, in sight of his 30-year-old guitar and the black suitcase his wife had so 
lovingly packed for him, a flicker of shame crept up from his heart. He had just invited two nubile young girls 
to his room, with no enticement necessary beyond the reality of who he was. Lady-Lady-Man threesomes 
were his favorite kind of threesomes, and this one was somehow the inevitable result of his dip in the Jacuzzi, 


he sensed. 


As usual, Dave hadn't planned for any of this. He knew it was wrong, perhaps ruinously so, if anyone were to 


find out. But he was like a sick man in need of medicine. And the medicine was those girls. 


He changed out of his wet bathing suit and pulled on a pair of jeans, leaving his chest bare. A string of unread 
text messages had accumulated on the screen of his phone. His wife again. Mostly pleasantries, no trace of 
mistrust or interrogation. The most recent text, however, was only ten minutes old and implored: "Hello? 
Honey??" Dave had to admit, she got a little restless whenever he'd disappear for more than an hour. He 
texted back at once: "Sorry, luv. Was in the hotel gym in the basement and getting a shitty signal." To serve as 
a humorous diversion, he texted her a picture of his flexed bicep muscle against the backdrop of his 
momentarily vacant hotel room. "About to shower and head to dinner now, some Japanese place in Santa 


Monica," he added, effortlessly fabricating an evening's worth of white lies. 


More than fifteen minutes had gone by since Dave left the pool. Maybe his two lovely fans had forgotten his 
room number, he contemplated as he withdrew a nip of Maker's Mark from the mini fridge. Craving a buzz, he 


drained the tiny bottle in two gulps and then reached for a second one. 

The injury on his dick, he realized, was throbbing slightly. It didn't hurt. But each pulse was like a reminder. A 
reminder that his cock needed attention. Some tender loving care, he thought with a chuckle, and then heard 
three short knocks at the door. 


To be continued. 


Love Him Two Times 


Author's Notes: 
| was inspired by a line from Alice Cooper's "I Never Cry": / may be lonely, but Im never alone. | think it's 
pretty deep, not just for rock stars on the road possibly, but for everyone at certain times. 


Squinting through the peephole's fisheye lens, Dave recognized Annabelle and Margo by their memorable bikinis.. 
yellow stripes, white stripes.. red polkadots on black. 


God help him if any nosy passersby were to see him admit two half-naked women into his room, but he was in 


a gambling mood today. He slid open the chain lock 


With quiet stealth the girls slipped barefoot through the door as soon as Dave cracked it open, no conspicuous 
"can we come in’ required. And they'd come as he'd asked, no clothes, no phones. Good girls. The air they 


brought in with them smelled spicy and sweet, like cinnamon gum. 


While they staggered around gawking at the understated opulence of his room, Dave shut the door behind him, 


leaning against it to collect himself. 

"So, now what?" Margo asked, mischief in her eyes. 

"Didn't you say you had something for me to sign?" Dave teased, his voice full of suggestion 
"Yeah," Annabelle confirmed. "Us." 


With that, they both began peeling off their bathing suits. It didn't take long. In mere seconds, they had 
shamelessly exposed their ripe, naked bodies to Dave. Blinking in surprise, he gawked at the display of young 
flesh before him. Margo, the willowy brunette, had a tiny patch of closely trimmed hair on her pussy and tan 
lines in the shape of her bikini. Not wanting to stare, Dave shifted his gaze to Annabelle's delightful figure. Her 
tits were bigger than her friend's, but just as firm, and her pussy was completely bare. 


Dave realized his mouth was hanging open a little and quickly shut it, letting out a soft groan of enjoyment as 
he bit his bottom lip. These girls were pure sex. 


He approached them cautiously. Rock star or not, occasionally Dave was stricken by a bizarre old-time twinge 
of teenage awe, same as he did about a hundred years ago, back when beautiful girls were the scariest, most 


mysterious beings on the planet. 


"Did you bring a pen?" he said with a chuckle, feeling a bit lame. He wanted to touch them with more than just 


a pen. 


"Nope." 

"We only said that to get invited up here." 

"Oh," was all Dave could say, feeling simultaneously gullible and flattered. Despite the awkward moment, his cock 
was already swollen with lust, tingling and stiffening inside his jeans. "Can | offer you girls a drink? Help 


yourselves to the minibar if you'd like." 


Margo and Annabelle didn't hesitate to take advantage of the offer, quickly relieving the small fridge of two 
bottles of Seagram's Wild Berry. 


Dave was a simple man, and to him, two stark-naked girls sucking down pink wine cooler in his hotel room had 
the makings of a fine evening. Their colorful bikinis lay limp on the floor. Now there was certainly no pretense 
about what they were doing there. 

But so far, Dave had not touched-only looked. He loved to look 


"So, what have you been doing in here, all alone?" Annabelle asked, a charming note of sincere curiosity in her 


Voice. 


ust waiting for you two hot young chicks to get naked and take turns licking my knob, he thought, chuckling to 
himself, getting an eyeful of their beautiful round breasts. "Nothing," he replied. 


The girls seemed amused by his denial. Margo straightened her face and asked, "Have you been playing with 
yourself?" 


"What? No!" he insisted, taken aback by the brazen insinuation. 


Sure, he'd stroked his dick a few times earlier. He was a mon. It was part of his lifestyle. But he hadn't jerked 
off, and they couldn't prove otherwise. 


It wasn't a lie if he believed it. 
‘Ive only just arrived today," he elaborated. 


‘Oh, well, you must be tired," Annabelle suggested with a hint of provocation in her voice. "Maybe you should 
go sit down on the bed and rest?" 


Dave shook his head. Was she making fun of him? 


It was now or never. "No. | took a nap earlier," he confessed, berating himself inwardly for admitting to such 


unsexy old-man behavior. "Not tired at all" In fact, he was practically shaking with excitement. 


To prove it, he moved on them like a master. One at a time? No. He spread his arms wide and drew them both 
in. 

But Dave had only one mouth. With a hungry growl, he crushed his parted lips into Annabelle's mouth and used 
the weight of his body to push her toward the bed. His tongue plunged and licked, tasting alcohol and the 


artificial flavor of wild berries. 


Another warm mouth began gently nibbling his earlobe. Margo. Dave heard a lustful sigh. Shivers coursed 


through his body like electricity. He slid his hand down until it cupped her pussy. 
"We want your cock so bad," Margo whispered to him. "We just know you're gonna be a good fuck." 
Who ever said encounters with groupies were empty? 


"You're both so beautiful," Dave mumbled. He was panting already, and he hadn't even tasted their young, 
delicious pussies yet. He wanted to desperately. 


Annabelle laid down on the bed, her hairless twat right in front of Dave's eyes. 

"May |?" he asked. 

"May you what?" 

"Lick your beautiful pussy." As he spoke, Dave continued to gently palm Margo between her legs. 

"What are you waiting for?" Annabelle asked. 

“Turn over." 

Scrambling onto the bed, Dave pivoted Annabelle's body until she was on all fours, her round ass pointing up in 
the air. He leaned in and began to kiss it. Her ass cheek was so taut, her skin so soft and smooth against his 
lips, he couldn't resist giving it a hickey. As she moaned, he sucked harder, spreading her apart until he could 
feel the warmth from her pussy on his face. It wasn't just warm-it was hot. He almost came right then. 
When Margo's wet mouth started to suck on his neck, Dave let out an involuntary groan Now he wished that 
he had jerked off earlier, because already he felt like he wouldn't last long. His cock was suffering, rock hard 
and practically bent in half inside his jeans. 

So he occupied himself with Annabelle, flipping her over, spreading her wet pussy with his fingers and getting a 
delectable view of her glistening pink insides. He gave her one long, slow lick from her ass up to her clit and 


then jabbed his tongue inside her. She spread her legs, letting him in, and Dave licked and licked, finding her clit 
and curling his tongue over it, then holding it between his lips and sucking gently. She tasted so sweet and 


clean When he felt her legs start to shake, he sunk his middle finger into the tight hole of her pussy while 


continuing to make circles around her clit with his tongue. 
"Oh! Oh god. Ahhh, ah, ah, ah, ohhhh, yes, faster, oh yeahhhh..” Her hips rocked up against Dave's slurping 
mouth, smearing his face with her syrupy juices as she came, her pussy clenching at his finger as he pumped 


it in and out. 


Leaning down, he kissed her once on the mouth, wanting her to taste the delicious dew she'd just left on his 
lips. 


"Nobody's ever done that to me before," she said softly. 

It was unexpected, but a powerful déjà vu struck Dave-because "nobody's ever done that to me" were the 
exact words his wife once cooed to him, back in 1983, on a tropical-print hotel bed after he'd fingered her to 
what he believed was her first orgasm. 

Those sensual, whispered words echoed in his head and made his cock pulse. 

Dave snapped out of it, reminding himself that there was more pleasure still to give today, right now-Margo's 
warm body next to him in bed, tempting him. He ran his hand up her abdomen, marveling at how flat and tight 


her tummy was, then stroked the underside of her small, soft breast. 


"Your turn now, luv." Dave swept the hair from from his eyes rolled over, aiming to have her sit on his face, 
leaving his bottom half free for Annabelle. She was already starting to hump his leg.. 


"Come here-" He stammered when he caught an unexpected glimpse of silver hardware shining inside Margo's 


mouth. Her plump, youthful lips had done a pretty good job of hiding it, but she had braces on her teeth. 


All of a sudden Dave was feeling extremely vulnerable in the penis area He froze. His daughter had worn 
braces, too. When she was thirteen 


"Fuck. Wait" He jerked upright with the impulse to shield himself from view. The lump in his jeans as well as his 
furry, middle-aged chest. His heart contracted in mortal fear to think of those cruel metal grates getting near 
his tender cock. 

"How old are you?" he pleaded to the slightly perplexed-looking pair. 

Then and now, one of the hazards of being a rockstar. 


Their vigorous reply came almost in stereo: 


"Eighteen!" -"Eighteen!" 


That was the magic number Dave needed to hear. Relief washed over him. And their response had been nearly 
synchronized, which seemed to make it even more reassuring. Must be the truth, Dave thought hopefully. If 
they were younger than eighteen, they certainly wouldn't have claimed to be exactly eighteen. They wouldve 
chosen some other, slightly older age, and not both the same age. Anyway, they were too sexually enlightened 
to be underage. 


With a satisfied smile, Dave shrugged and relaxed. "Okay." 


His erection had waned slightly, which he was grateful for, since a few moments ago he'd been fighting the 


urge to come in his pants. 


Tasting some more pussy would get his dick good and hard again. He dipped his head to nuzzle Margo's dark, 
pointy nipples, but a hand on his shoulder stopped him. 


"First-" Annabelle began. 

"-we want to see your cock," Margo added, finishing Annabelle's request. "Show us." 

Dave chuckled a little, more than happy to oblige. 

Reaching down to undo the button on his jeans, he suddenly recalled old times and felt a slight tremble in his 
hands. Back in the 80s, his glory years, having two girls at once was practically the daily routine, but over 
time such debauchery had become less common. Now, he felt like he'd traveled through a time machine and 


come home, back to the decadence of his favorite days. 


"Wait." Annabelle's voice was sharp. "Don't just pull your pants off." She grasped his forearm in a surprisingly 
firm hold. "First, put your hand down the front, and then pull your cock out." 


Dave's pulse sped up. He'd always had a fantasy about being dominated, but was too shy to ask for it. And 
anyway, having to ask to be dominated kind of defeated the purpose. 


He didn't need to reply with words. These were not good girls. Wickedness was shining in their eyes and he 
could feel it. 


Before pulling the zipper down completely, Dave slid his hand down his jeans until until his hand wrapped around 
his warm cock. Complying with their request, he didn’t pull it out right away. They wanted to see a big bulge. It 
turned them on. Keeping his belly sucked in, Dave stroked himself a few times underneath the soft denim, 

slowly, so the girls could see the motion of his hand and fantasize about the big dick he was about to unleash. 


"Okay, that's enough.’ Annabelle grabbed his arm again. 


"Take it out," Margo said. 


Feeling giddy with excitement, Dave unzipped all the way, his ass lifting off the bed as he pushed his jeans past 
his hips and down his legs. He gripped his swollen dick by the base, showing it off with a rice meaty wobble. 


"I knew it" 

"Yup 

"What?" Dave asked. 

"We just knew you'd have a nice big fat one." 
"Oh," he chuckled. "Glad you like it" 


As they brought their cute faces closer to his dick, Dave closed his eyes and shivered in expectation. A warm, 


moist breath enclosed his sensitive cockhead. 


Must they torment him? he wondered. Then, looking up, he saw the puzzled expressions on their young faces. 
They were too perplexed to ask, but Dave recognized that curious yet confused look. A look he'd seen before 


from American women. 
"Um, what's that?" Annabelle asked, pointing to the business end of Dave's cock. 
"It looks like a." her friend chimed in. 


Dave curled his fingers around his rigid cock and got straight to the point, happily prepared to give them an 
education they'd never forget.. and to make it sexy. But he couldn't help from smiling. 


He started to give himself a slow wank, demonstrating the clean, perfect glide of his foreskin up and down over 
his cockhead while the girls stared. Each stroke was ecstasy. The heat of their gaze on his throbbing dick was 
making his head swim. Dave wished they'd touch themselves, too. He knew they wanted to. They were 


practically squirming with desire watching him. 


A dribble of wetness oozed from the tip of his cock and he felt it smear under his fingertips. He doubted he'd 


last very long, even at this deliberate pace. 

"You've never seen an uncut cock before?" Dave croaked, a little embarrassed at how breathless he was 
getting. He stopped stroking and pinched the base of his cock, hoping to stifle the orgasm that was threatening 
to erupt. 


"Huh. No, not that," Annabelle remarked. "We have the internet. We've seen porn" Her finger came in closer. 
"This. Is this.. a bruise?" 


Dave laughed and felt a pleasant warmth in his cheeks. "Oh. Yeah. Quite a long story, actually.” 


"And thi.2" Margo cried out, giving Dave an up-close examination. 
"Teethmarks, l'm afraid." 


His preposterous revelation seemed to set off a wave of sympathy from these dirty girls. They gasped and 
sighed, their hands flying to their opened mouths. "Does it hurt?" Annabelle asked. 


"A little." Dave wiggled his hips to make his stiff cock bob back and forth temptingly. 


"Oh" Margo responded by wrapping her hand around it. "Maybe we should leave it alone then," she suggested, 
contradicting her actions. 


"Yeah," Annabelle agreed. "We don't want to wear it out" 

Dave laughed at the notion of his ever-ready cock ever being worn out. "You won't. Please. It's okay, really." 
"You want a blowjob?" Margo asked bluntly, her grip firm on Dave's dick. 

Dave shivered. Just to hear a sexy girl say "blowjob" was such a turn-on. 

He nodded. 

"Say it," Annabelle insisted. 


Feeling put-on-the-spot bashful yet also painfully horny, Dave responded first with an uncomfortable giggle. 
"Yes, yes, please," he mumbled, hoping his request would be passable. "| want a blowjob." 


“Blowjob! is probably how you got these marks in the first place," Margo speculated. 


"Oh, no. But.. that was different." Dave felt dizzy, desperate. Why did everyone always have to tease him like 
this? 


"That wasn't very nice of whoever it was, to bite your dick," Margo said. 
Dave shook his head. 
"Mm-hmm," Annabelle agreed. "Poor thing. Let us kiss it and make it all better." 


Oh, fuck me, Dave thought with gratitude, nodding his head. Hadn't he dreamed this very thing? And now it was 


real. 


Unlike most men, Dave had the power to live out dreams in real life. 


He watched slack jawed as more fingers than he could count slid all over his crotch and began to caress him. 
All at once they were rubbing underneath his balls, encircling his cock, even brushing against the pucker of his 


asshole. 


No man in his right mind could turn down such a glorious gift, Dave thought-well, he certainly couldn't. It 
would be rude. And having his penis cuddled just felt so good, so right. 


"Mmm, Davey, such a stud, such a love machine-that's how you got this bruise," Margo proposed before 
pressing a wet, mushy kiss to the underside of his cock A second later, Annabelle's warm tongue swirled 
around the tip. Dave felt his body tense as hot lust surged through his veins. He closed his eyes, afraid that if 
he kept watching, he'd come. 


"Oh, yeah, that feels good," he moaned. 
An eager yet soft mouth enclosed one of Dave's balls and began to gently suck. 


"Mmmhhhmm, ohhh, ohhhh, fuck." He braced himself, half expecting the scrape of Margo's orthodontics across 
his scrotum, maybe a pubic hair or two getting tangled and yanked out. The anticipation had his every nerve 


on fire, but there was only pleasure. 


Meanwhile, another warm mouth had surrounded the head of his dick. Licking, sucking, slurping. Coaxing the 

cum up from his engorged balls. Dave could feel droplets of precum trickling up through his cock and being 
lovingly sucked out. A second tongue took its place and lapped at him, drawing out the nectar from the little 
slit at the tip of his cock. He writhed as they took turns licking him. 


"Fuck me, oh god, keep going. That feels amazing, girls." 

Dave felt truly sorry for other men, regular men, who would never know the pornographic, head-spinning 
pleasure of receiving a blowjob from two girls at once. The luscious sensation of their warm, wet mouths 
working on his cock was so unreal, so blissfully hot, it was making him shake. And the sight of two pretty 
heads bobbing up and down between his legs, their long silky hair stroking his thighs. So beautiful it was almost 
poetic. 

‘Ohhhuuhhh..uhhmmmmm," he could only moan, 

"We're not hurting you, are we?" 

"No, no, no. It feels so good. Don't stop." Dont ever stop, Dave thought, his hips rocking as he tried to fuck 
their mouths, their hands, anything. "Oh, girls, ohhhh, don't stop. You're making me come. Fuck, fuck, uhhhhhgg, 
I'm gonna come, oh yeah, uhhhhhh, uhhhh, uhhhhhmmm" 


In his moment of bliss, Dave briefly envisioned a naked, snarling catfight between the girls over which one 


would get to swallow his spunk..oh fuuuuck.. then his mind went blank. With his eyes squeezed shut, mouth wide 
open, he soundlessly gulped down one last breath before his cock slammed upwards and started to spurt. 


Margo and Annabelle shared Dave's spasming cock, slurping down his hot cream better than a couple of 
thousand-dollar whores. Their hungry mouths moaning and humming on his dick sent currents of pleasure into 
the pit of his balls. His orgasm went on and on until he couldn't take it anymore. He was still hard, all cummed 


out, but his ultra-sensitive cock felt raw. 
"Uhhhh, fuuucck," Dave groaned, folding himself in half and rolling onto his side. "Oh, god" 


He felt like he was floating on a cloud, weightless, his muscles twitching but gradually relaxing. Warm hands 
caressed his back, his bottom, soothing him into a peaceful snooze. Dave loved to be petted and pampered. 


Especially on a Four Seasons featherbed, 


eR 


When Dave woke up ten minutes later, rubbing his tired eyes, it took him a few moments to notice that he 
still had company. All the lights were on and Margo and Annabelle were sitting up next to him in bed, peering 
at him as if he were an art exhibit. 


This was all part of the job, he well realized. He was a sex symbol. 


Well, at least he could be fairly sure they hadn't robbed him. "Was | snoring?" Dave asked, striving to say 


something humorous. 


Seeing that they had his attention, to his amazement, Margo and Annabelle began slowly stroking each other, 
their arms, their breasts. Margo kneeled between Annabelle's legs and leaned in to kiss her. 


"We want to turn you on," Annabelle purred. 
Dave swallowed heavily, feeling a flutter of excitement in his stomach. Now he was staring at them 


With a tentative murmur, Margo and Annabelle started making out. Soon the two friends were stretched out 
beside Dave, their bodies moving gently against each other to the whisper of skin on skin and the quiet, wet 


noises of kissing. 


Dave was surprised at how quickly his cock was able to get hard again. He'd scarcely noticed it happening, it 


was so automatic, but when he glanced down, there it was, jutting up from his lap like a joystick. 


When Margo slid her hand between Annabelle's legs and started to rub her bare pussy, Dave felt his body 
heating up as if he had a fever. Sweat broke out under his arms and his face flushed pink. It was like he was a 
single-minded teenager again, watching something unimaginably hot and dirty. Something he'd probably get in 
trouble for but he didn't care. His cock was throbbing already and he hadn't even touched it. 


From the nightstand, Dave's iPhone fired off a shrill ringtone: ba ba ba breep, ba ba ba breep- 
"For crying out loud!" Dave rarely raised his voice, but the interruption couldn't have come at worse time. 


It wasn't a phone call. It was the alarm function. Dave himself had set the alarm earlier, as he always did when 
the time drew near to reunite with his wife. The specific alarm was named "It's Almost Time Countdown," and 
now time was up. His self-imposed, long-standing rule on tour was no sex or coming for seventy-two hours 
before seeing his wife, whether it be his return home after a tour, or when she came to visit him. Sure, Dave 
could fake the look of love, the fire in his eyes. That part was easy. But his balls weren't as reliable. They 
needed a little time to build up a full serving of custard. Blowing a thimbleful of dust didn't exactly say, /ve 
missed you desperately, my beloved 


Luckily, Dave had outsmarted his alarm and the whole scheme by setting the timer for seventy-three hours 


before reunion time. He'd allowed for an extra hour! 
"Everything alright?" Margo asked. 


‘Its nothing," Dave, placing his phone back on the bedside table. Bouncing slightly on the mattress, he basked in 


the scene before him, his eyes lighting up again. "Now, where were we..?" 


To be continued. 


Man of Resilience 


Author's Notes: 
When writer's block strikes, | look to obscure Seinfeld references, alliteration, and song lyrics. Got a few words 


from Journey and Judas Priest in here somewhere. 


Like all rock stars, Dave loved attention. It was one of the reasons he chose to pursue the profession in the 
first place. He craved the adoration, the screams, the heat from the audience. All those eyes on him. 
Strangers who'd paid to see him. Thousands of hearts pounding along to the music while Dave basked in the 


spotlight and did what he did best-delivering the goods. 


Whenever he'd rip into a guitar solo, especially a cherished favorite from the 80s, his body would begin to 
move of its own accord and he got a feeling of rapture so strong it was almost sexual. The adrenaline was all- 


consuming. 


And like sex, the thrill of performing never got old. Every night was like 198I all over again. Even after all these 
years, Dave couldn't help but grin like an idiot on stage, he was so happy to be there. At his age, he knew he 
didn't look as cool as his idol, the immortal Jimi Hendrix; he could never look that dangerously cool and sexy, 


even without a beer belly. But Dave had been given the gift of talent, and he was riding it for all it was worth. 


It was showtime in Las Vegas, and the audience was raucous. Among the writhing mob, pockets of drunkards 
were pushing, trying to muscle their way closer to the stage-a bunch of "badass motherfuckers," as Bruce 


had dubbed them in between songs. 


Early in the set, somewhere during the first or second song, Dave had trained his sights on an attractive fan 
of the fairer sex in the front row. She was just tall enough that her breasts cleared the top of the metal 
barrier, but the rest of her was being squashed like a pancake-and her tight white tank top was wonderfully 
unsuitable for a rock concert. The thin straps were barely holding on, so forcefully were her round tits spilling 
over the top of the rail. Dave acknowledged the lovely display with a lascivious smile, his light blue eyes 
twinkling like a beacon. She smiled back. 


Dave's natural response was to return her smile with a wink He got a lot of mileage out of his winking habit- 


and it worked every time. Suddenly her nipples were sticking out like missiles. 


Many years ago, when Dave was just an inquisitive lad of eighteen, his cheeks still plump with baby fat, a 
hooker named Charlotte had graciously regaled him with a sexual fantasy she had about being crushed by men 
in a hot, sweaty, crowded pub. It had made a permanent impression on Dave-the sexy, hushed tone of her 
voice as she described the unique sensation of having two hard cocks pressed into her defenseless arse and 
how there was nothing left to do but squirm and gasp for breath. To this very day, whenever Dave saw a 
pretty young fan being squeezed against the rail during a gig, he felt sure that despite the damp horde of 


smelly mongrels on her back, to some degree, she was enjoying it. 


Oh yes, this heavy metal devotee in the tank top was definitely enjoying herself. Her nipples looked extra hard 
at the moment, like two little cherry stones. Just aching to be sucked, Dave thought. He felt a small movement 


inside his jeans. 


Throughout the concert, as the crowd continued its surge, Dave tried to keep an eye on his pretty fan in the 
front row. She looked so touchingly helpless in her teeny scrap of a shirt, yet at the same time resilient, still 
clutching the rail with a smile on her shiny face nearly ninety minutes later as the band launched into their 


encore. He flashed her one last smile, as if to thank her, and to commend her perseverance. 


Despite the deafening music flooding his ears, Dave could almost hear his wife's deceptively chirpy voice in his 


head, accusing him. 

Why did you smile at that girl? 

To which he'd shrug innocently and reply, What girl? 

That bimbo over there. 

| didn't smile at anyone over there. 

You never change. She's young enough to be your daughter.. or granddaughter! 


These types of conversations were so redundant, Dave just had to laugh. The clueless laugh of an unintentional 


heartbreaker. 


Ever since he joined a rock band at age sixteen and landed his first real girlfriend, Dave wondered if he'd ever 
been with a woman who really trusted him. Sure, they loved him, needed him, desired him with an intensity 


that was almost frightening. But they didn't trust him. 


He couldn't blame them. He'd fooled around But what did they expect? This was his job. This was the source of 


his power. 


After the last notes of the last song had died down, Dave scattered a few guitar picks onto the crowd, the 
usual routine. Grown men and women became wild hyenas in their attempt to catch his precious emission 
Chuckling at the ever-amusing scene, Dave walked off stage-or rather bounced, or floated. He might've been 
gliding along on a conveyor belt, so high did he feel from adrenaline. It was a high that never entirely went 


away. 


Not until twenty minutes later, in the darkened backseat of a Cadillac being driven back to the hotel, did Dave 
finally feel the chill from the sweat-soaked jeans clinging to his legs. Someone from wardrobe had relieved him 


of his vest and t-shirt and swaddled him in a fuzzy bathrobe, so from the waist up he was dry, but there 


was an unpleasant sensation prickling his crotch. Instinctually, he began to rub and scratch through the 
material of his jeans, which only served to intensify the itch. He sighed in relief despite himself, knowing that 
the cause of his discomfort was simply the healing process of the bite mark on his cock. 


Dave tried not to scratch himself as he watched the flashy scenery through the tinted window as his car 
slogged through traffic on the Strip. Packs of tourists wandering in the hot night, their faces lit by thousands 
of blinking lights advertising everything from nudelnudelnude! girls to twenty-dollar prime rib dinners. The entire 
atmosphere was unapologetically gaudy, but to Dave it seemed enticing, and he felt proud to know that a few 
blocks away, the billboards announcing Iron Maiden's two-night stand were still flashing bright. Vegas itself was 
sort of like an advertisement for prosperity and abundance, or rather a celebration of it. And Dave always felt 


quite in the mood to celebrate. 


A short while ago, he'd been whooping it up in the company of his bandmates, having a laugh and sharing 
compliments, but now he was alone. A party of one in Sin City. It hadn't been easy, but for the past three 
days Dave been a good boy. Quite a bore actually, if you asked him-no sex, no porn-keeping his senses dulled 


with Netflix movies while he awaited the arrival of his wife. 


Las Vegas was a destination ill-suited to visitors trying to behave themselves. It was about more than just 
tumbling dice. What happens in Vegas, stays in Vegas Dave was familiar with the appealing slogan and knew it 
wasn't meant to be taken literally. Committing murder, for instance, would not stay in Vegas. The law would 
track you down even after you fled town. Nor was it referring to the all-you-can-eat buffets. Nobody at 
home cared how many crab legs you stuffed down your gullet. No, the message was very clear to Dave, and it 
was one of reassurance-in Las Vegas, he could have sex with a prostitute, and his wife would never find out. 


It was all in good fun, for heaven's sake, and state-sanctioned, too. 


Prostitution, of course, was "illegal" within the city limits. But thinly disguised escort services weren't, and they 
were ubiquitous, a fact Dave was reminded of by the vivid advertisements mounted to the roof of every 

single taxi cab idling outside his hotel. A life-sized photo of a doll-like blonde pressing her flawlessly firm boobs 
together turned Dave's head as he walked from his car into the lobby. Diamond Escorts.. Ginger... Layla.. Brianna 
Only two hundred dollars would bring a girl right to his door. And for two hundred more she'd actually come in 


No, no, not for me. Im being good, Dave reminded himself. 


On the short elevator ride up to his suite, Dave fondly recalled his first real threesome, a professional affair, 
which had been arranged and paid for by his manager Rod Smallwood in a rare moment of extravagance, right 
there in Las Vegas on June |, 198l-Dave would never forget the occasion. The band was delirious with success, 
five young men celebrating their first ever gig in America by getting smashed and splurging on first-class sex 
like a bunch of hot shots. "Fancy a menage et trois!?" Smallwood had asked Dave with a maniacal grin on his 
face. There had been no need to induce him. "You mean. ike a threesome? Fuck yeah!" he'd replied triumphantly. 
And the act itself had been just as mind-blowing as Dave had hoped for-every slick, slippery, splendid minute 
of it. 


Chuckling softly at the long-ago memory, Dave plunged his keycard into the slot on the door and turned the 
knob. The cool dark of the hotel room was soothing, but Dave felt a slight melancholy, as if he were at the end 
of something. Another show was behind him, and the hard-to-admit reality was that the band's best shows 


were even further behind and many years gone. 


He glanced at his phone to check the time. Almost midnight. Dave was a mere seven hours away from the joy 
of rediscovering his wife Tamar after many weeks of being apart. In fact, she had already boarded a red-eye 

flight bound for the mainland. Scrolling through his recent text messages, Dave clicked on a selfie she'd sent of 
herself on the plane, smiling and brandishing a glass of sparkling wine, followed by the exclamation, "Ooh, look at 


me in first class! See you soon, honey! xoxoxo." 


Dave couldn't wait to see her. Her missed her kind, twinkling brown eyes, her most excellent bosom, the teasing 
way she had of scowling at him when he said something stupid but then a moment later couldn't help but 
giggle. He missed her cute girlish voice, and how she still squealed like a porn star when he fucked her hard. 


Despite all her envious interrogations and sidelong glances, she was undaunted in her love for him. Dave 
couldn't believe his good fortune. Even when he felt certain she was annoyed with him, or when she was giving 


him the silent treatment, her eyes still blazed with love. 


And she took such good care of him. It didn't seem to matter how naughty Dave was. On the very first day 
they'd met, before she'd even heard him pluck one note on his guitar, Tamar had made it clear that she was 
willing to do anything for him. Anything. Dave had only to name it. And if he couldn't name it, Tamar would just 


know somehow and make it so. She made him feel like Elvis Presley in his own home. 


The king is dead, long live the king, Dave thought as he stripped naked and approached the bathroom mirror to 
examine his physique. He wanted to look good for Tamar. Possibly he had put on five or six pounds since she'd 


last seen him, but he didn't think it was noticeable. 


What was noticeable, however, was that the heat and stimulation of the concert had plumped up his cock, as 


usual. 
Ignore it, Dave told himself. Take a shower and go to bed 


When he reached across the sink for his toiletries case, his cock pressed gently against the cool marble 
countertop, making him shiver. Suddenly an imaginary scene arose in his mind about rolling around with a 
svelte, high-priced call girl, his hard dick brushing along smooth, creamy white thighs, and then plunging into a 
tight, wet pussy. 


Dave sighed, deprived by three days of abstinence. The promise of all the vast and instantaneous porn available 
on his nearby phone made his cock throb with anticipation. It would be so easy. He didn't want to get a hard- 
on, but his brain had already decided without him. 


As he stepped into the shower and went about his business, out of habit he also reached down to touch 


himself. Rubbing the small itchy spot where his injury had healed felt curiously good, Dave discovered, his 
asscheeks tensing from pleasure almost immediately. He curled his hand around his dick and went a little 


faster, his fingers bumping against the rim of his cockhead with each upward stroke. 
"Mmph." His small moan echoed off the marble walls. 


Spreading his legs in a wider stance, he wrapped his hand around his cock and started to pump it slow and 


hard. "Uhh," he moaned again, laying his other hand flat against the wall to steady himself. 


He'd have to be satisfied with only a few strokes, however, because he was saving himself for Tamar. Early 
tomorrow morning, she'd be there with him, he reminded himself. Sleepy and rumpled from the plane, she'd 
crawl into bed with him.. he'd inhale the familiar scent of her hair.. slide down into the warmth between her 


legs and find that thin pink furrow.. 


Using a big blob of creamy conditioner, an entire two-ounce bottle, Dave slicked up his cock and gave it a few 
more delectable, squishy strokes while he envisioned the guaranteed fuck that awaited him. Now that Tamar 
was older, getting her wet could sometimes be a chore. But the fulfillment of that chore brought Dave great 
satisfaction, and regardless, if all else failed, that's what lube was for. 


Making love to his wife was delightful, of course, but would never be as exhilarating as doing it with beautiful 
girls less than half his age-getting a piece of ass at the drop of a dime, from whomever he might fancy-all 


over the world. 


Although, even Dave had to admit that sometimes it was just too much. Those girls wanted something from 
him, too, and not just his body. They wanted his heart, his soul, too. To devour his celestial essence. They were 
simply dying over it. 


Faster and cheaper than Viagra, it still made Dave's cock hard as steel to think about giving a good, nasty fuck 
to each and every one those crazy girls out there-but at the end of the day, it was all just a bit of fun, 


really. Might as well have a wank in the shower, as empty and meaningless as it all was. 


Not to mention risky. The bitter threat of "divorce" was not something he wished to ever hear again from his 
wife's otherwise sweet mouth. It made him feel very low whenever he recalled those few terrifying 
altercations. He didn't want to hurt her. He never wanted to hurt her. He was just trying to live life to the 
fullest. 


Alone with his thoughts, with no outlet for his energy, Dave slouched under the warm shower spray, hoping 
the water would wash away the restlessness that had been in his body since before the gig. Somehow he had 
to find a way to get to sleep that did not involve jerking off. 


Getting wasted and passing out was an another effective coping mechanism for the lonely feelings that 
afflicted him on tour, especially at night. But if Tamar arrived tomorrow morning to find him hung over and 
stinking of booze, she'd be very displeased. 


Lingering in the hot shower was doing nothing to relieve his erection Dave reached down to caress himself 


once more, powerless to resist. 
This time, he wouldn't be weak. 


Instead of turning off the water, Dave spun the chrome handle around the dial, past the red and into the blue. 
He'd never taken a cold shower before and didn't know what to expect. The warmth continued for a second or 
two and then became cool, like swimming pool water. But then it grew still colder. Dave braced himself and 


drew one last breath before an icy blast finally struck him in the chest. 
"Hah!" he shouted, the frigid water a shock to his body. He could barely breathe. It was torture. 


He wanted to recoil, out of the path of the cold downpour. Muscles clenched, using all his willpower, he forced 
himself to endure it. Before long, the shower stall became like a freezer, chilling Dave to the bone. Showers 


weren't designed to do this, he thought wretchedly, his body starting to tremble. 


His cock, however, didn't surrender quite so easily, standing hard and defiant despite the ice-cold gallons 
streaming over it. Not until Dave had become a human popsicle, his teeth chattering, goosebumps all over, did 
his dick finally succumb. With a vague feeling of disgust, he watched it shrivel and shrink until it was the size 


of a mushroom. 


Without delay, his mission accomplished, Dave lurched toward the faucet and with a cold-stiffened arm shut 


off the water. 


Well, that did more harm than good, Dave thought, shivering in misery and grasping for a towel. He couldn't get 
dry fast enough, vigorously rubbing himself with every towel in the room until his skin was pink. Snorting and 
sniffling, he wrapped himself in a fresh white bathrobe and headed for the bedroom. 


Believing he was entitled to a reward for braving such an unpleasant experiment, Dave snagged a bottle of 
Dewar's White Label from the mini bar. He was still panting, his heart thumping faster than it had before the 
shower-he felt like his veins had been shot with caffeine. Not the effect he'd wanted. 


Sitting on the bed, he took a peek under his robe to see just how far his balls had retreated into his body, and 
couldn't help but chuckle at himself. A cold shower. What a cliche! Dave had always been blessed with plump, 
firm balls, but this was ridiculous. He reached down, rolling them a little against his palm before giving them a 


gentle tug. 
The urge to watch porn was undeniable, like a relentless itch, and the whiskey wasn't helping. Unconsciously 
drawn to his iPhone, Dave scooped it up, his thumb dragging slowly over the cool glass screen and then tapping 


the home button that was as familiar as his own bellybutton, maybe more so. 


If only Tamar were there with him already. She'd know how to distract him with some light conversation, and 


to rub his feet in just the right way. Domestic bliss. 
"Hi luv," he texted her impetuously, not even sure if her phone would be on. 


It was a comfort to contemplate the progress of her airplane, carrying her closer and closer with each passing 
minute. 


Tamar's reply came at once: "Hi honey. Have a good show tonight?" 
"Yeah. 24th gig under our belt. We played well, nice and tight," Dave typed, smiling into his phone. 
"Gonna go celebrate?" 


"Nope. Going to bed" Dave wondered if she'd believe that, or if she'd presume he was out gallivanting 


somewhere on the Vegas strip. 


"Being good tonight, huh?" The pointed question was tempered by a Laughing Face emoji, but behind every joke 


there was some truth. 


A lone Smiling Face emoji served as Dave's righteous reply, its rosy cheeks and squinting eyes saying more 
than words ever could. Being good?, being good’, being good? It seemed to him this was her favorite question in 


the world, so often did she ask him. Dave didn't know any way to be other than good. 
"My flight gets in at 6," Tamar volunteered. 
"Can't wait, luv. Don't worry about waking me. The front desk has a key for you." 


Unannounced access to Dave's room was a rare privilege, and he felt a slight tingling in the tip of his cock to 
consider the multitude of sexy girls who'd also fancy having it. The blood pumping back into his nether regions 
was also making Dave's heart swell with romantic feelings. Maybe he should've bought something special for 


Tamar, to surprise her. And to alleviate his guilt about having played around. Ah, too late now. 
idiot, Dave scolded himself. 


Presenting Tamar with expensive gifts was far from foolproof, however. It had backfired on Dave several 
times in the past. She seemed to doubt his motives. He'd never forget the scathing response that had cut him 
down just a few years ago when he gave her a pair of diamond and emerald earrings. Did you buy these for 


your mistress, too? They're lovely. | think she'll lke them! 


These mingled thoughts brought to Dave's mind the sorry fact that his wedding ring was still unaccounted for. 
He'd been so relieved over the faded bite mark on his cock that he'd forgotten all about the missing ring. 


The truth couldn't be hidden forever. He just hoped that Tamar wouldn't notice it until after he'd had a chance 


to make love to her. 


To be continued. 


Always Come Out on Top 


Author's Notes: 

Part of me wanted to keep this story going forever and ever, but part of me wanted to end it and move on. 
Thanks to Helena_s_renn for a funny comment on a previous chapter which | craftily worked into a bit of 
dialog in this chapter. 


In his entire life, as long as he could remember, Dave had never had a nightmare, not even as a child. At 
worst, he'd dream about feeling confused in some strange situation, making a mistake, or suffering an 


embarrassment. But mostly his dreams were happy. Delightful, even. 

It was no different that night. After he finally fell asleep, Dave had a dream about a chocolate milkshake, so 
thick and rich the straw stood up all on its own. Yet somehow just the lightest suck was needed to flood his 
mouth with ice-cold creaminess. Sweet, comforting, familiar yet irresistible, sip after sip flowed over his 
tongue and down his throat: 

Dave had a terrible weakness for all variety of milkshakes-vanilla, cookies and cream, even strawberry-but 
chocolate was and would always be the finest. His sweet tooth didn't want to live without chocolate. It was a 


balm to all of life's distress. 


Once the glass was nearly empty, Dave scraped at the bottom with a long, stainless steel spoon, intent on 


scooping up every last drop. Click, clack- 
He awoke to the dimness of the hotel room and a small puddle of drool on his pillow. 


There was a real-life click, click nearby and Dave quickly spun over to see a figure in the shadows. It was 


Tamar, bending to collapse the handle on her suitcase. 
"Tamar!" Dave exclaimed in a desperate whisper. 


His pulse racing, he scrambled out of bed and heard his wife cry out "Hi, honey!” a second before they collided 


in an embrace. 


She was still fully clothed, and as Dave enfolded her tightly in his arms he could feel each distinct button on 


her blouse pressing into his bare belly. 
‘lm so glad you're here, luv," he said, his eyes seeking hers. "| missed you so much." 


‘| missed you too, hon" She placed a warm kiss next to his mouth. There was a tender awkwardness to it that 
made the blood rush to Dave's cock. 


All he wanted at that moment was to bury his face in Tamar's big boobs. Okay, so they weren't real, and 
hadn't been since 199b, but he couldn't deny that those glorious globes still turned him on. Looking at them, 
playing with them, squeezing them like toys. 

But for now, he just wanted to burrow. 

With a soft grunt, Dave pushed his face into her bosom, nuzzling eagerly with his nose. First to the right and 
then the left. He couldn't stop. Soon he was chomping and snorting through her blouse like a vampire in search 
of nourishment. 

‘Mmmm, mmmfff, unnnngghh." His moans were muffled yet urgent. 

"Dave honey," Tamar giggled. "Don't bite my shirt" 

He took a breath to answer but held her even closer. "Mmm, | can't help it" Then he opened his mouth wide 
and resumed his feast on her succulent tit flesh. His mouthwatering milkshake dream had given him the 
munchies and she was just as tasty. 


"Dave, stop. You're gonna ruin my shirt." 


"Mm-hm." Concern over a shirt seemed obscure when there were two succulent tits enveloping his face. He 


could feel her twisting in his arms, turning him on. 


Tamar was wearing a padded bra, but Dave swore he could feel the hardness of a nipple poking through to his 
tongue. He bit down. 


"Owl" She broke free with an exasperated sigh and swatted him. "Jeez. Did you forget your bedtime snack or 


something?" 
"Sorry, luv," Dave relented. 


Tamar crouched down to unzip her suitcase and started rummaging through its contents. "You really can't 


control yourself." 

"| know, | know," Dave admitted. 

When they were young, the fact that he couldn't control himself had positively thrilled her. Dave felt wistful, 
wondering the reasons why people sometimes grew bored of once-enjoyable things, while others remained 


infinitely fresh, like performing on stage or watching two hot girls make out. 


"Mind if | try to sleep for a bit?" Tamar asked. "I didn't sleep a single wink on the plane." 


"Yeah, of course, luv. | wouldn't mind resting some more, too.” This much was true. Half past six was painfully 


early in the morning for Dave. "I've got another gig tonight and still feeling pretty knackered”" 


Tamar withdrew a small wad of material from her suitcase. "I brought a little something special to wear." With 
a playful flourish she unfurled a pink lace nightie. To Dave it looked barely big enough to cover her tits. He 


smiled. After all these years, she still favored wearing pink; it was so cute. 

"Oh, well, isn't that a lovely wee thing," he said, wishing she'd hurry up and put it on. 
"| wasn't going to wear it until tonight, but now that l'm here it seems silly to wait." 
Dave nodded. "I was so excited that you were coming today, | had trouble sleeping.” 


While Tamar freshened up, Dave settled into bed and gradually started to feel more like himself. Abstaining 
from women and porn for three days had made him feel lonely, but now, in the context of his life as a 


married man, within earshot of his missus peeing with the door open, his restlessness began to subside. 


Dave slipped into a light doze waiting for Tamar to come to bed. But when he finally felt the mattress wobble- 
wife incoming!—a little flicker of excitement rose from his belly and he had to suppress the urge to express 


himself, knowing not what words to use. 


One thing he was sure of. Now that Tamar was with him, day-to-day life on tour would be easier. She'd keep 
him busy and out of trouble, she'd help him decide what to eat, and when. She'd even pick out his clothes 
every day if he wanted her to. Women loved doing stuff like that, Dave thought with gratitude. 


And in return, he'd need only to do the things that came easy to him. Watching Tamar revel in the glory of 
being on his arm, that of a successful, professional musician-a "guitar god," as she said herself-gave Dave a 
certain pleasure as well. Whether she could accept it or not, she had been drawn to the very same power that 


made him irresistible to other women as well. 


Dave scooted closer to Tamar, intending to spoon her a little while they napped. Turning on his side, he slipped 
an arm around her waist and subtly nudged his hips into her backside. A pair of silk panties were encasing her 


bum, he noticed when the soft material brushed up against his cock 

Was this sexy lingerie the surprise she'd promised him a few days ago, right after she'd sent the alluring 
photo of herself in a bathing suit? Dave wondered. In any event, feeling Tamar's warm body next to him in bed 
was making him horny. All those soft curves tempting his hand to roam. He doubted he'd be able to sleep. His 
balls were achey, full of the cum that had been building up for over three days now. 


Suddenly Dave felt a pair of ice-cold feet push against his shins and knew that Tamar wasn't sleeping, either. 


"My feet are cold, hon," she muttered. 


"Mm-hm," replied Dave. 


Her feet might be cold, Dave thought, but her tummy isn't. And the area under her tits was even warmer. 
With one smooth stroke, he lifted up the front of her nightie and grasped one of her heavy breasts like a 
personal possession. Tamar moaned softly and Dave couldn't help but sigh with pleasure, his cock stiffening. He 
cupped her breast and hunched his hips closer to her ass. 


Without further hesitation, Dave hooked his spare thumb under the waist of Tamar's panties and tugged them 
down to her thighs. He simply had to feel her bare flesh against his dick. She gasped a little in surprise, but 
didn't stop him. 


Snuggling was so much more fun with a hard-on, Dave mused as he savored the custom-fit sensation of 
Tamar's plump, round ass settling into his crotch. As he lay there, she seemed to tease him, pulling away a 


little, then pushing back and giving him an enticing wriggle. 


Shifting slightly, Dave reached down to take ahold of himself and with the head of his cock gave his wife's 


asshole a gentle poke. 

"Dave, don't," she chided him. 

"| won't," he reassured her. He was just playing. 

Tamar had let him fuck her ass a few times over the years, but he'd gotten the impression she didn't really 
enjoy it, which had the effect of dampening his pleasure somewhat. Not like with some of those wild groupies 
back in the 80s, Dave recalled. A few of those girls had been so desperately hot for him, their pussies were 


wet enough to lube up their assholes, too. 


Dave closed his eyes, focusing on the insistent throb in his cock and the tension building his his balls. It felt so 


good, he wanted to nurse it, to make it last. 

The length of his cock was now pushed right up along the crack of Tamar's ass, a well-known location. Using 
his fingers, he spread her naked cheeks and wedged himself in between them. He felt a small laugh ripple 
through her. 

"You love that," she murmured affectionately to him. 

‘Mmm, yeah." It was true, he did love it. 

To Dave it felt almost as good as penetration, to rub his cock in the crease of Tamar's ass. So good that he 
didn't want to move too much, worried it might start to feel too good. He kept still, nuzzling his wife's fragrant 


hair and planting light kisses on her shoulder. 


She squirmed against him, panting softly. Dave's right hand naturally moved from her breast and began to 


explore the rest of her body. With his heart thumping faster and faster, he caressed her other breast, her 
waist, and finally slipped his hand into the warm crevasse between her legs. At that moment, she clenched her 
buttocks around his cock. 


Dave gasped. "Oh yeah, squeeze it" 


Truly, Dave didn't know why he'd bothered denying himself for three days straight. Did it really matter if his 
orgasm produced an impressive load or not? Tamar might not even see it, and in his current state, he doubted 


he'd be able to last long enough to satisfy her. 


So he got to work, running his loving fingers up and down her pussy, making gentle circles over her clit. He felt 


her body tense and pulled her closer, his palm pushing into her entire pussy. 


Tamar's quiet moans were making Dave want to fuck. He sensed an oncoming ooze of precum at the tip of his 
cock and didn't want to waste it. Sneaking his spare hand down, he touched it carefully with his index finger. 
Without having to look, he spread the slimy wetness all around his sensitive cockhead, dabbing his thumb into 
the little slit and briefly slipping one agile fingertip under his tight foreskin 


Conditions were perfect for a nice smooth rub up. Dave tightened his grip on Tamar, rolling his hand against 
her pussy, letting the length of his finger glide up and down through her downy muff. He parted her delicate 
lips and felt a touch of dampness right below her clit. 


"Mmm, honey," Tamar moaned. "That's good." 


The muscles in Dave's arm were flexed tight as he pulled her body into his hard dick. Slowly, he started to 
hump, his cock packed snugly between Tamar's luscious ass cheeks. With each small thrust, his foreskin slid 


back and forth over the head of his moist cock. 
‘Ohhh yeah," Dave sighed, trembling at the exquisite sensation 


Suddenly he was overcome by a powerful need to jam his cock inside her cunt. Dave pushed two fingers in and 


growled softly in Tamar's ear, "You want it now?" 
"Uh-huh," she replied, her rear end wiggling provocatively. 


Tamar wasn't exactly dry as a nun, but Dave didn't want to risk ruining the sexy, smooth action they had 
going. He worked up a big wad of saliva and neatly extruded it past his lips and into his palm. Reaching down 
once again, he flattened his hand and spread the warm spit over the length of his cock like mustard on a 
frankfurter. Oh how Dave loved to put food on the table for his wife, and now he was going to feed her, to fill 
her up with his fat, hot sausage. He chuckled quietly to himself, giddy with excitement. 


Still smiling, Dave grasped his rock-hard dick and pushed the swollen head into the opening of Tamar's warm 
pussy. She uttered a sexy whimper, urging Dave to drive his cock in further. 


"Uh," Dave grunted, arching his back in pleasure. 


Wanting to plunge deep, he tilted Tamar's hips forward and tugged her closer. Her feminine, fleshy ass settled 
snugly against his groin and felt so good, so cushiony. 


"How does it feel?" Dave asked, his thick fingers still fondling Tamar's frontside. 
"Oh, its good, it's good.. so good," she answered. 


Wanting to make it even better, Dave reached up and started to play with her erect nipple, circling his thumb 
around it, then squeezing it until she gasped. When she bucked in his arms, he settled her with a firm caress. 


Tamar's pussy felt different at this angle, Dave marveled as he gently fucked her. Tighter, somehow. Like she 
was milking him with her insides-and rubbing his cock right on the sweet spot-that ultra-sensitive magic spot 
that made his toes curl and made him want to come. Dave closed his eyes, wondering if he felt different to 
her, too. Bigger, thicker- 

"Luv," he said through clenched teeth. "Not sure | can hold out much longer." 

"Honey, are you joking?" Tamar asked. "We've only been doing it for a minute or two." 

"Fuck, | know. Sorry," Dave said, hiding his confusion with an apology. He'd been expecting some form of 
recognition from Tamar for his intensity—his uncontrollable passion, which, in his view, was a direct result of 
his being such a saint while he'd been on tour, unsupervised. Well, maybe not the whole time, he had to admit, 
but at least for three solid days. 


"Well, | guess we can be thankful you don't have erectile dysfunction," Tamar giggled. 


Dave humored her with a chuckle. "Let's not even joke about that" His thrusting had faltered, but his cock 


remained as hard as ever, despite Tamar's wisecrack. 


"Why don't you relax, hon, and we can try again later," she said, stifling a yawn "Maybe we could have a 


romantic quickie before your gig later." 


To Dave's ears, it almost sounded like she'd put a sarcastic emphasis on the word quickie. He'd never be able to 


relax. 
"Maybe we could try a different position?" he ventured, trying not to sound discouraged. 
"Okay, hon" 


Dave's heart jumped. His body was tense with anticipation as he waited for his wife to climb on top of him. A 


few seconds passed in silence. 

"Luv?" 

"Oh," she acknowledged. "You meant try a different position right now?" 

"Yes!" Dave was ready to take whatever she wanted to give him. 

Tamar giggled again. "I thought you meant later." 

When sex was concerned, Dave never meant later. He needed it now. "No time like the present," he replied. 


"Oh, | just remembered, | brought something with me," Tamar said, a hint of mystery in her voice. "It might be 
fun." 


Another sensual surprise, Dave hoped. He felt the bed lurch as Tamar got up, leaving him alone again. 

"I have a Mounds bar in my purse for you, too, | forgot," she said absently, rummaging around in her baggage 
on the other side of the room. Tamar was fond of stashing sweets for him in her purse, little treats to help 
keep him satisfied. 

"Thanks, luv." Dave was in a daze, feeling himself up under the covers. Eyes closed, he had one hand around his 
cock and other on his balls. His middle finger instinctually found the small, velvety-soft hairless patch on the 
underside of his ballsack and started rubbing it like a talisman. 

| really don't like packing this thing in my luggage," Tamar declared. "I'm always afraid the TSA will find it” 


Dave's head jerked up to see what thing she was referring to, although he already had an idea.. 


Tamar shimmied toward the bed brandishing a slender silver object that looked quite literally like an elongated 


bullet. Dave immediately recognized it from their small collection of sex toys. He sprang up in bed. 

Oh," Dave said, his heart rate increasing. "What are you going to do with that?" 

Her response was to twist the base, turning it on 

Bzzzzzzzzz 

Hearing the familiar electronic hum sent a tingle of pleasure straight to Dave's dick. He crawled to the foot of 
the bed where Tamar stood and lifted her nightie. While the vibrator buzzed in her hand, he cupped one of her 


firm breasts and took the nipple into his mouth. 


"What would you like me to do with it?" she asked. 


"Show me how you use it" Dave had never felt threatened by his wife's Toys. On the contrary, he found it 


incredibly sexy. "Show me how much you love it." 


Tamar pulled her nightie off, revealing her voluptuous naked body. Dave rushed to form a pile of pillows at the 
head of the bed for her to recline on. 


"Ohhhhh, oh god," she cooed, touching the tip of the vibrator to her nipple. 


Dave stared as Tamar's already hard nipple stiffened even further while she made tiny circles around it with 


the vibrator. She sank back into the pillows, her body arching with pleasure. 


"Mmm, put it on your pussy. Fuck yourself like how you do it when I'm not there." Dave slipped into an erotic 


trance watching his wife caress herself. 


He imagined her at home alone, dreaming, lost in her own imagination-to what thoughts and fantasies, he 
couldn't know. He understood that when she was truly alone she might be different, less modest, completely 
unrestrained. Even the desperate, horny sluts who rubbed their bare pussies for the camera to create the 
porn that Dave favored were putting on a spectacle to some degree. But whether it be strippers, porn stars, 


groupies, or his own wife-Dave loved a good spectacle. Especially when he knew it was all for him. 


Tamar gently flicked the vibrator around the top of her pussy, moving it from left to right without really 
touching it to her clit. Dave wondered if the plastic felt cold. Then she held it lengthwise against her slit and let 
out a long sigh. Her body flinched a little, making her tits jiggle. 


"Oh, oh, ohhh," she panted. "Oh god, that's so good." 


Dave felt like he might burst, so exquisite was the anticipation. His fists were clenched so tight into the 
bedsheets that his knuckles turned white. 


"Oh, fuck, fuck. Is that how you make yourself come when I'm not around?" he asked urgently. "When no one's 
around? You get out your toys and rub them on your cunt. Ah, you love it, you love it." Dave was so aroused, 
he didn't even know what he was saying. It was almost like the pulse of Tamar's vibrator was affecting him 
directly, sending electric currents right into his dick He wanted to touch himself too, to bring some relief to 
this throbbing cock, but his balls were churning already and he didn't want risk triggering an orgasm. 


"Uhh, uh, god," Tamar grunted, sliding the vibrator up and down her pussy. 


Dave had to grab onto something. As Tamar writhed on the bed, her outstretched legs slid near him and he 
pounced on them like an animal, digging his fingers into her calves. She gasped and squirmed but he held tight. 
Without moving the vibrator off her pussy, she twisted the base once more, increasing its speed. The hum got 


louder. 


Tamar twitched and moaned, pushing the silver bullet harder against her clit. "Fuck, this thing gets me off so 
fast, | can't believe it." 


Dave couldn't believe it, either. The device was half the size of his cock but ten times as efficient. He seized 
her quaking thighs and spread them apart so he could see better. Her natural juices glistened along her swollen 
pussy lips as the vibrator pressed between them. 

"Oh yeah, do it, luv. Oh fuck, do it, do it," Dave muttered. 

"Ahhhhh, ohhhhh, god, | can feel it, ohhhhhh god," Tamar said through gritted teeth, her breathing erratic. 
She hunched her pussy against the vibrator, clutching it with both hands. The hum became muffled and Dave 
wasn't sure if she'd pushed it inside her body. He wanted to see every detail, and to shout out loud how 
fucking sexy she looked, like a hot MILF, like a fucking dirty whore- 

But all he could do was grunt and grab at her legs. 

Tamar began to shake uncontrollably. "Ohhh, ohhh yeahhhh, oh god, oh god, yess, yesssss, yesssssssss.." 

A lovely red flush bloomed on her chest as she threw her head back and Dave knew she was coming. 


"Oh, that's it, come for me, luv," he whispered, spellbound 


Dave felt an involuntary throb in the base of his cock and couldn't resist lunging at Tamar, filling his hands 
with her heavy breasts while her body spasmed. His mouth was watering as he sucked on her nipple. 


‘Mmmmf, fuck, luv, you look so hot," Dave said into her big tit. "And you taste so good." He could feel the 
tremors still rippling through her. "Oh, christ, you've got me so horny." 


Tamar slid underneath Dave, running her fingernails through his chest hair as he ducked to nuzzle her shaved 


armpit. 
"Then come on and fuck me, you little fucker." 


Feeling his balls tighten from her naughty command, Dave inhaled the sweet scent of her fresh sweat and 
moaned at the sensation of their naked bodies pressing together. "Say it again," he asked. 


"Fuck me." Tamar reached down and began to stroke his cock with her small hand, caressing him and leading 
him toward the entrance to her pussy. She folded her legs around him and he slid into her, inhaling her 


delicious, womanly scent. 


‘Ohhhhh," Dave moaned with satisfaction as he buried his cock deep inside his wife. Tamar's body was as soft 
and warm as a favorite childhood stuffie. "Fuck, that feels good." 


"Oh yeah, get it in there, honey," she said, puffing warm air against Dave's neck as she spoke. 
"Uhhrrr," Dave groaned. "Your cunt is still so hot from that fuck you gave yourself with the vibrator." 
"Stuff it with that chubby cock, ohhh, yeah." 


Without giving any rest to her primed, wet pussy, Dave pushed his dick in as far as it would go and rocked his 
hips against her in the way that never failed to get her off, and quickly. After just a few strokes Dave felt 
the pressure from deep within. He still had all the moves. Tamar tensed and cried out, her pussy tightening on 


his cock like a fist. 


‘Ohhhh yesssss, oh honey, ahhhhhhh.. aaarrrhhhhhhh," she shrieked, thrusting her hips up toward Dave's 
pumping cock. There was the hot little porn-star squeal Dave had longed to hear, an octave or two higher than 


her everyday voice. 


"Ah, you still like a good hard fuck, don't you, luv?" he teased, hoisting himself up onto his hands so he could 


see the tantalizing bounce of Tamar's boobs and her open-mouthed face. 
"Oh, yeah," she sighed. "It's so good, so good." 


Dave gave Tamar a few slow, full-length strokes while he watched her reach up and caress her own tits. She 
pinched the nipples between her fingers until they turned dark pink and Dave began to thrust faster, feeling 
his swollen cock throb, trying to relieve itself inside his wife's pussy. It felt so good he forgot to breathe. He 
could barely hold himself up. 


Panting, settling back down onto his forearms, Dave buried his face in Tamar's hair and started to fuck. He 
fucked and fucked as hard as he could, losing himself to his own greedy instincts, the intense pleasure of being 


so close to coming that he could feel the unmistakable contractions starting in his balls. 
"Oh fuck," he mumbled. "Oh fuck, here it comes." 
"Go on, honey, come for me," she urged. "Put it on my tits, hon, go on" 


Dave knew that Tamar didn't like a big mess inside her pussy-she never had, even back in the day when it had 
still meant risking a pregnancy-or trying for one. Did she still have any viable eggs left up there? he wondered. 
As much as he relished the idea of injecting a nice gooey blob of spunk up inside her unprotected twat, at the 
moment, he was too far gone to give it more than a fleeting thought. If she wanted to see her husband's big, 


engorged cock spew its cream, he'd be glad to oblige. 


"Uhhhh-" Dave grunted, letting his hard dick slip out of Tamar. On impulse, to make her gasp, he thrust his 
hand into her slippery crotch and quickly ran it up from her asshole to her clit. 


"Oh!" Tamar yelped. 


Kneeling over her, Dave stroked his pink, uncut cock-just a few hurried jerks before he shuddered, a long 


string of cum spurting from the tip to fall across Tamar's stomach. 

"Uh, uh, uh, unhhhmmm," he moaned, tugging on his cock as it pulsed out a few more wads. 

Collapsing next to Tamar on the bed, Dave savored the familiar mix of red-blooded invincibility and serene 
drowsiness that always struck him after a big orgasm. He caught his breath, admiring the strands of whitish 
cum stretching between his fingers. 

"| needed that," Dave reflected. "It'd been so long.” 


"Had it?" Tamar questioned. 


"Well, yeah. Weeks. You know that, luv." Unconcerned with the details of his assertion, Dave grabbed Tamar's 
waist and laughed, tackling her naked body. "I was going crazy. It was so lonely!" 


"Ah! You're all sweaty!" Tamar tried to swerve away from Dave's playful attack. "And I'm covered in jizz!" 


"Oh yeah? Covered?" Before Dave could get a look at the goo he'd splashed onto Tamar's tummy, she squirmed 
out of his grasp and scampered towards the sink. 


"Yes!" 
"Was it a lot?" Dave called out. "Felt like a big one." 
"Yeah, it was a real good amount, hon," Tamar replied from the adjacent bathroom. 


Dave smiled proudly to himself, feeling like a rightful rockstar-able to shoot impressive loads, all day, all night. 


He could be a stud and a one-woman mon. Life was good. 
He noticed his reflection in the mirror opposite the bed. Sighing softly, Dave wondered how it came to be that 
he'd sprouted so much grey hair on his body or gotten so pudgy. Nevertheless, he couldn't contain a chuckle. 


Certainly Tamar couldn't suspect a tubby old geezer such as himself of still engaging in extramarital relations. 


With this hope came a sudden compulsion to confess the fate of his wedding band. Tamar would notice its 


absence sooner or later, anyway. Fearing no real trouble, Dave began to formulate the right words to use.. 


Tamar reappeared, peeled back the sheets, and got back into bed. "Come here, you little stud. Let's really try 


to sleep now." 


"Shit, you know, | meant to tell you, luv," Dave said, aiming to sound nonchalant while he snuggled into Tamar's 


arms. "I lost my gold ring. The wedding ring. 
Tamar snorted. "No, you didn't" 

"Yeah, afraid so. 

"You didn't lose it," she reiterated. 

"Beg your pardon?" 

"You left it at home" 

"| did?" Dave was incredulous. Was this a good thing, or did it mean he was in trouble after all? 


"Yup. | brought it," Tamar said mildly. "The symbol of our love and commitment. It's wrapped in a tissue in my 


toiletry bag." 
"Why didn't you tell me sooner?" 
| might ask you the same thing, hon" Tamar gave Dave's belly a gentle pat. 


"Well, | didn't want to upset you, luv," Dave said truthfully. "| couldn't be sure it was at home, could |? And I've 


lost so many rings in the past, and because-" 


"And because you like pretending you're single." Tamar interjected. "Not that the bimbos out there give a damn 


about the fact that you're a married man." 


Her implication, Dave suspected, was that he didn't give a shit, either. But that wasn't true at all. He loved 
being married. Without a shrewd comeback at hand, he simply shook his head. 


"Lucky for you, you can afford to keep replacing expensive rings," Tamar added, giving his arm an incriminating 
poke with her finger. "This one you won't have replace, but maybe you should buy a few backups anyway, 
since you're bound to lose them eventually.” 

‘Mmm, that's a great idea, luv," Dave said, as eager to please as a puppy. 

"You're a very bad boy," Tamar reprimanded him. "Very thoughtless." 

Under the sheets, Dave's reassuring hand found Tamar's pillowy breast and began to fondle it. 


"I know," he readily admitted, soothing her with his gentle caresses. 


They both fell silent and after a few minutes he felt the twitch of Tamar's leg that told him she was asleep. 


Dave didn't mind being scolded for doing irresponsible things. It amused him, considering how trivial most of his 
misdeeds were. And furthermore, he couldn't believe that gentle, sweet Tamar really meant anything serious 


by it. Certainly nothing antagonistic. His blushing bride, whose dreams he'd made come true along with his own. 


There were unknowable, wifely reasons behind her scolding. And who knows, Dave thought, maybe he did 


deserve it. 


The End 


